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NIGHT the FIRST. 


6 21RD nature's 545 reſtorer, balmy guy / 
2 wo like the world, his N viſit pays 


Swift on n his downy pinion flies from was,” — 
And lights on lids unſully*'d with a Tear. 


From ſhort, (as uſual) and diſturb'd Repoſe, 
I wake : How happy they who wake no more! 4 
Yet that were vain, if Dreams infeſt the Grave. 
I wake, emerging from a ſea of Dream 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd, deſponding chought 
From wave to wave of fancy d Miſery, 
At random drove, her helm of Reaſon loſt, 
Tho' now reſtor'd, *tis only Change of Pain, 
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4 The COMPLAINT: 


(A bitter change!) ſeverer for ſevere. | ed. 

The Day too ſhort for my diſtreſs ! and Night | 
Even in the: Zenith of her dark Domain,” | 

Is' Sunſhine, to the colour of my Fate. | 


Night, cable Goddeſs ! from her Ebon throne, 
In rayleſs Majeſty, now ſtretches forth 
Her leaden Scepter o'er a ſlumbering world. 
Silence, how dead? and Darkneß, how profound? 
Nor Eye, nor liſt'ning Ear an Object finds; 
Creation ſleeps. Tis, as the general Pulſe 
Of Life ſtood ſtill, and Nature made a Pauſe 
An aweful pauſe! prophetic of her End. 
And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill'd; 
Fate ! drop the Curtain; I can loſe no willed! 2 


Silence, and Darkneſs ! ſolemn Siſters! Twins 
From ancient Night, who nurſe the tender Thought 
To Reaſon, and on Reaſon build Reſolve, 
(That column of true Majeſty in Man) 
Aſſiſt me: I will thank you in the Grave ; 
The grave, your Kingdom : There this frame ſhall fall 
A victim ſacred to your dreary ſhrine. 
But what are ye? THOU, whodidftput to flight 
Primæxval Silence, when the Morning-Stars 
Exulting, ſhouted ofer the rifing Ball; 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 5 


O THOU! whoſe Word from folid Darkneſs ſtruck _ 
That ſpark, the Sun; ſtrike Wiſdom from my ſoul ; 
My ſoul which flies to thee, her Truſt, her Treaſure: - | 
As miſers to their Gold, while others reſt. _ 


Thro' this Opaque of Nature, and of Soul, 
This double Night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my Mind, 
(A Mind that fain would wander from its Woe,) 
And from each ſcene, the nobleſt Truths inſpire. 
Nor leſs inſpire my Conduct, than my Song; 
Teach my beſt Reaſon, Reaſon; my beſt Will 
Teach Rectitude; and fix my firm Reſolve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long Arrear. 

Nor let the Vial of thy Vengeance pour' d 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 


The Bell ſtrikes One. We take no note of Time, 
But from its Loſs. To give it then a Tongue, 
Is wiſe in man. As if an Angel ſpoke, 
I feel the ſolemn Sound. If heard aright, 
It is the Knell of my departed Hours; 
Where are they? with the Years beyond the Flood. 
It is the Signal that demands Diſpatch ; 
How much is to be done? my Hopes and Fears 
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Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow Verge 
Look down— on what ? a fathomleſs Abyſs; Es 
A dread Eternity ! how ſurely mine ! 

And can Eternity belong to me, 

Poor Penſioner on the bounties of an Hour ? 


How poor? how rich? how abject? how auguſt ? 


How complicate ? how wonderful is man ? 

How paſſing wonder HE, who made him ſuch ? | 
Who center*d in our make ſuch ſtrange Extremes ? 
From different Natures marvelouſly mixt, 
Connection exquiſite of diſtant Worlds! 
Diſtinguiſht Link in Being's endleſs Chain! 
Midway from Nothing to the Deity / 

A Beam etherial ſully*d, and abſorpt 

Tho? ſully'd, and diſhonour'd, ſtill Divine! 
Dim Miniature of Greatneſs abſolute ! 

An Heir of Glory ! a frail Child of Duſt ! 

Helpleſs Immortal! Inſect infinite! 

A Worm ! a God !—T tremble at myſelf, 

And in myſelf am loſt! At home a Stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, ſurpriz'd, aghaſt, 
And wond'ring at her own : How Reaſon reels ? 
O what a Miracle to man 1s Man, | 
Triumphantly diſtreſs' d? what Joy, what Dread? 
Alternately tranſported, and alarm'd! 


What 
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Or, Nicht-Thoughts, &c. 7 


What can preſerve my Life? or what deſtroy ? 
An Angel's arm can't ſnatch me from the Grave; 
Legions of Angels can't confine me There. 


*Tis paſt Conjecture; all things riſe in proof: 
While o'er my limbs Sleep's ſoft dominion ſpread, 
What, tho* my Soul phantaſtic Meaſures trod, 
O'er Fairy Fields; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathleſs Woods; or down the craggy Steep 
HurPd headlong, ſwam with pain the mantled Pool; 
Or ſcaPd the Cliff; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 

Her ceaſeleſs Flight, tho? devious, ſpeaks her Nature 
Of ſubtler Eſſence than the trodden Clod ; 

Active, aerial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 

Unfetter'd with her groſs Companion's fall. 

Ev*n ſilent Night proclaims my Soul immortal: 
Ev'n ſilent Night proclaims eternal Day. 

For human weal, Heaven huſbands all events, 

Dull ſleep inſtructs, nor ſport vain Dreams in vain, 


Why then their Loſs deplore, that are not loſt ? 
Why wanders wretched Thought their tombs around, 
In infidel Diſtreſs ? Are Angels there? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duſt, Etherial fire? 
They live! they greatly live a life on earth 
B 4 Unkindled- 
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3 The COMPLAINT: 


Unkindled; unconceiv'd; and from an eye 
Of Tenderneſs, let heav'nly pity fall 


On me, more juſtly number'd with the Dead. 


This is the Deſart, this the Solitude: 

How populous ?: how vital, is the Grave? 

This is Creation's melancholy Vault, 

The Vale funereal, the fad Cypreſs gloom; 
The land of Apparitioas, empty Shades! 
All, all on earth is Shadow, all beyond 

Is Subſtance ; the revetſe is Folly's creed : | 
How ſolid all, where Change ſhall be no more? 


_ This is the bud of Being, the dim Dawn, 
The twilight of our Day, the Veſtibule, 
Life's Theater as yet is ſhut, and Death, 
Strong Death alone can heave the maſſy Bar, 


This grofs impediment of Clay remove, 


And make us Embryos of Exiſtence free. 
From real life, but little more remote. 

Is He, not yet a candidate for Light, 

The future Embryo, ſlumbering in his Sire. 
Embryos we muſt be, till we burſt the Shell, 
Yon ambient, azure ſhell, and ſpring to Life, 
The life of Gods: © Tranſport ! and of Man. 


r 
— 


Yet 


Or, ame c. 9 


Yet man, Wool wing here wag all his Thought z 

Inters celeſtial, Hopes without one Sigh. 

Priſoner of Earth, and pent beneath the Moon, 

Here pinions all his Wiſhes ; wing' d by Heaven 

To fly at Infinite; and reach it there, 

Where Seraphs gather Immortality, a 3 

On life's fair Tree, faſt by the throne of Gd. 
What golden Joys ambroſial chuſt ring glow, E 

In HIS full beam, and ripen for the Juſt, 

Where momentary Ages are no more? 50 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death expire? 
And is it in the Flight of thiroeſcore years, RM 
To puſh Eternity from human Thought, 

And ſmother ſculs immortal in the Duſt ? 1 £2 

A ſoul immortal, ſpending all her Fires 
Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous Idleneſs, 11852 
Thrown into Tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 
At ought this ſcene can threaten, or indulge. 
Reſembles Ocean into Tempeſt wrought, + | 
To waft a F n. or to drown a Fly. 


Where falls this Cenſure? It o'erwhelms myſelf. 
How was my Heart encruſted by the World ? 
O how ſelf-fetter'd was my groveling Soul? 
How, like a Worm, was I wrapt round and round 
| In 
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10 The COMPLAINT: 
In ſilken thought, which reptile Fancy fpun, 


Till darken'd Reaſon lay quite clouded o'er 
With ſoft conceit of endleſs Comfort here, 


Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the ſkies ? 


Night-viſions may befriend, (as ſung above) 


Our waking Dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 


Of things Impoſſible? (ceuld Sleep do more?) 


Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change ? 
Of ftable Pleaſures on the toſſing Wave ? 
Eternal Sunſhine in the Storms of life? 


How richly were my -noon-tide Trances hung 


With gorgeous tapeſtries of pictur'd joys? 
Joy behind joy, in endlefs perſpettive? 
Till at Death's Toll, whoſe reſtleſs Iron tongue 


| Calls daily for his Millions at a meal, 


Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone. | 


Where now my Frenzy's pompous Furniture? 
The cobweb'd Cottage with its ragged wall 


Of mould'ring Mud, is Royalty to me 
The Spider's moſt attenuated Thread 

Is Cord, is Cable, to man's tender Tie 

On earthly Bliſs; it breaks at every Breeze. 


O ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent Delight ! 
Full, above meaſure ! laſting, beyond bound! 


A 


or, Night-Thoughts, Sr. 17 
A Perpetuity of Bliſs, is Bliſs. 
Could you, ſo rich in rapture, fear an End, 
That ghaſtly Thought would drink up all your 1% | 
And quite unparadiſe the realms of Light. 
Safe are you lodg*d above theſe rowling Spheres z 
The baleful influence of whoſe giddy Dance = 
Sheds fad Viciſſitude on all beneath. | 
Here teems the Revolutions every Hour; 
And rarely for the better; or the beſt, | 
More mortal than the common births of Fate. 
Each Moment has its Sickle, emulous | 
Of Time's enormous Scythe, whoſe ample Sweep 
Strikes Empires from the root ; each Moment __ 
His little weapon in the narrower ſphere 


Of ſweet domeſtick Comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary Bliſs. 


Bliſs ! ſublunary Bliſs l- proud words, and vain! 
Implicit Treaſon to divine Decree ! | 
A. bold invaſion of the rights of Heaven ! 

I claſp'd the Phantoms, and I found them Air. 
O had I weigh'd it &'er my fond Embrace 
What darts of Agony had miſs'd my heart? 


Death! Great Proprietor of all! *tis thine 
To tread out Empire, and to quench the Stars. 
The 
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The Sun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines 5; ; 
And, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his ſphere. 
Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt ä 
Thy partial Quiver on a mark ſo mean ? 

Why thy peculiar Rancour wreck'd on me? 

Infatiate Archer ! could not One ſuffice ? | 
Thy ſhaft flew 7hrice ; and thrice my peace was flain 3 
And thrice, e&er thrice, yon Moon had fill'd her Horn. 
O Cynthia ! why fo pale? Doſt thou lament 

Thy wretched Neighbour ? Grieve to ſee thy wheel 

Of ceaſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human Life? | 
How wanes my borrow'd bliſs ? from Fortune's ſmile, 
Precarious Courteſy ! not Yirtue's ſure, 

Self-given, ſolar, ray of ſound Delight. 


In every vary'd Poſture, Place, and Hour, 
How widow'd every Thought of every Joy 
Thought, buſy Thought ! too buſy for my Peace! 
Thro' the dark Poſtern of Time long elaps'd, 

Led ſoftly, by the ſtillneſs of the Night, 

Led, like a Murderer, (and ſuch it proves !) 

Strays, (wretched Rover!) ofer the pleaſing Paſt;  , 
In queſt of wretchedneſs perverſely ſtrays; 2 
And finds all Deſart now ; and meets the Ghoſts 

Of my departed Joys, a numerous Train 
I rue the Riches of my former Fate; 


Sweet 


kk r 


or, Night-Thonghts, Se. 13 
Sweet Comfort's blaſted Cluſters I lament 3 

I tremble at the Bleſſings once ſo dear; 

And _ e a me to ery Heart. 

Yet why complain ? or why ein for One? 
Hangs out the Sun his Luſtre but for me, 
The /ingle Man? are Angels all beſide? 

I mourn for Millions: 'tis the common Lot; 
In this ſhape, or in bat, has Fate entail'd 

The Mother's throws on all of woman born, 

Not more the Children, than ſure Heirs of Pain. 


War, Famine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteſtine Broils, Oppreſſ ton, with her heart 


Wrapt up in tripple Braſs, beſiege mankind; 
God's Image diſinherited of Day, | 


Here, plung'd in Mines, forgets a Sun was made. 
There, Beings deathileſs as their haughty Lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling Oar for life ; 

And plough the Winter's wave, and reap Deſpair, 
Some, for hard Maſters, broken under Arms, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, | 
Beg bitter bread thro? realms their Valour ſav'd, 
If ſo the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom. 

Want, and incurable Diſeaſe, (fell Pair ) 

On hopeleſs Multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 


At 
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At once ; and make a Refuge of the Grave. 


How groaning Hoſpitals eject their Dead? 
What numbers groan for ſad Admiſſion there ? 
What numbers once in Fortune's lap high-fed, 
Sollicit the cold hand of Charity? 

To ſhock us more, ſollicit it in vain? 

Ye ſilken Sons of Pleaſure ! ſince in Pains 


Lou rue more modiſh viſits, viſit Bere, 


And breathe from your Debauch : Give, and reduce 


Surfeit's Dominion o'er you: but ſo great 
Your Impudence, you bluſh at what is Right ! 


Happy ! did Sorrow ſeize on ſuch alone. 
Not Prudence can defend, or Virtue ſave ; 
Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt Temperance ;. 
And Puniſhment the Guiltleſs : and Alarm 


Throꝰ thickeſt ſhades purſues the fond of Peace. ; 
Man's Caution often into Danger turns, 


And his Guard falling, cruſhes him to death. 
Not Happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 


Our very Wiſhes give us not our wiſh. . 


How diſtant oft the Thing we doat on moſt, 
From that for which we doat, Felicity ? 
The fnootheſt courſe of Nature has its Pains ; 


And trueſt Friends, thro* Error, wound our Reſt, 


Without Misfortune, what Calamitics ? 


And 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 15 


And what Hoſtilities, without a Foe ? l| 
Nor are Foes, wanting to the beſt on earth. = 
But endleſs is the liſt of human Ils, | | 

| And Sighs might ſooner fail, than Cauſe to ſigh: | 
| 


A Part how ſmall of the terraqueous Globe | 1 

Is tenanted by man ? the reſt a Maſte, Wl | 

Rocks, Deſarts, frozen Seas, and burning Sands: 

Wild haunts of Monſters, Poiſons, Stings, and Death, 

Such is Earth's melancholy Map! But far 

More ſad ! this Earth is a true Map of Mar. 

So bounded are its haughty Lord's Delights 

To Woe's wide empire; where deep Troubles toſs, 

Loud Sorrows howl, envenom'd Paſſions bite, 

Ravenous Calamities our vitals ſeize, 

And threat'ning Fate, wide-opens to devour. 
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What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf? 
In Age, in Infancy, from other's aid 
Is all our Hope; to teach us to be kind. 
That, Nature's firſt, laſt Leſſon to mankind ; 
The ſelfiſh heart deſerves the pain it feels. 
More generous Sorrow, while it ſinks, exalts, 
And conſcious Virtue mitigates the Pang. 
Nor Virtue, more than Prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 
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They weaken 605 the Torrent of their grief. 

Take then, O World! thy much · indebted Tear ; 1 
How ſad a Sight is human Happineſs, | © 36700 
To thoſe whoſe Thought can pierce beyond an Hour? 
O thou! whate'er thou art, whoſe Heart exults ! 
Would'ſt thou I ſhould congratulate thy Fate? 

I know thou would'ſt ; thy Pride demands it from me. 
Let thy Pride pardon, what thy raus needs, N 


The falutary Cenſure of a friend. £30 r Dir ff. 


Thou happy Wretch . by — art con biet; 
By Dotage dandled to perpetual Stmiles. 
Know, Smiter ! at thy peril art thou ra 3 | OG 
armory een OL 
Misfortune, Hke a Creditor ſevere, uon 
But riſes in demand for her Delay; er 
She makes a ſcourge of paſt Poſter IL 10315 lat 
To ſting thee more, and double thy Diſtreſs. - 
* 44 tig 0121.9 un 

Lorenzo, Fortune makes her Coutt to thee, 

Thy fond Heart dances, while the Syren _ Wo 

Dear is thy Welfare; think me not unkind ; 
I would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. 
Think not that Fear is facred to the Storm, 
Stand on thy guard againſt the Smiles of Fate. 
Is Heaven tremendous in its Frowns ? moſt ſure z 
And in its Favours formidable too; 


IR rn 


Its ( 


0+, Night-Thoughts, &. 3} || 


Its favours here are Tryals, not Rewards; 1 | | | 
A call to Duty, not diſcharge from Care; \ = 2 
And ſhould alarm us, full as much 38. Woes 3 - =: 
Awake us to their Cauſe, and Conſequence z 634 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our Deſert ; 

|| Awe Nature's Tumult, and chaſtiſe her Joys, | 
5 Left while,Clalp, we kill them; nay invert | l 
To wals; than ſimple miſery, their Charms. , i 
Revotted Joys, like foes,in Gyil war, | 
Like boſom friendſhips to reſentment ſour'd, 
With rage envenom'd riſe againſt, our Peace. 
Beware what Earth calls Happineſs; beware 
| All joys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on leſs than an immortal Baſe,” 1. .. .. 
Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to Death. 


Mine dy'd with thee, Philander ! thy laſt Sigh 
Aiflolv*d the charm ;z the diſenchanted Earth 
Loſt all her Luſtre, Where, her glittering Towers? | 
Her golden Mountains, where? all darken'd cown 4 
To naked Waſte ; a dreary Vale of Tears; vl 
The great Magician's dead! Thou poor, pale Piece # 
Of out-caſt earth, in Darkneſs! what a Change 1 
From yeſterday! Thy darling Hope ſo near, 
(Long. labꝰur d Prize !) O how Ambition fluſh'd 
Thy glowing cheek ? Ambition truly great, 
| C Of 
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Of virtuous Praiſe. Death's ſubtle ſeed within, 
(Sly, treacherous Miner !) working in the Dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd 
The Worm to riot on that Roſe ſo red, 
Unfaded e'er it fell; one moment's Frey! 

Man's Foreſight is conditionally wiſe; 
Lerenzo ! Wiſdom into Folly turns 
Oft, the firſt inſtant, its Idea fair 
To labouring Thought is born. How dim our eye ? 
The preſent Moment terminates our fight 3 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on Doomſday, drown the next; 
We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. | 
Time is dealt out by Particles; and each, 
F'er mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of life, 
By Fate's inviolable oath is ſworn 


Deep ſilence, Where Eternity begins,” 


By Nature's Law, what may be, may be now; 
There's no Prerogative in human Hours, 
In human hearts what bolder Thought can riſe, 
Than man's Preſumption on To-morrow's dawn ? 
Where-is To-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain, the Reverſe 
Is ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 
This peradventure, infamous for lies, 


= 
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As on a rock of Adamant we build 

Our mountain Hopes; ſpin out eternal ſchemes, 
As we the Fatal Siſters cou'd out- ſpin, | 
And, big with life's Futurities, expire. 


Not even Philander had beſpoke his ſhroud. 
Nor had He cauſe, a Warning was deny'd ; 
How Many fall as ſudden, not as fafe ? 

As ſudden, tho? for Years admoniſht home. 
Of human Ills the laſt Extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo / a flow-ſudden Death. 
How dreadful that deliberate Surprize? 
Be wiſe to-day 3 *tis madneſs to defer 
Next day the fatal Precedent will plead 3 
Thus on, till Wiſdom is puſn'd out of life. 
Procraſtination is the Thief of Time, 

Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 

And to the mercies of a Moment leaves 
The vaſt Concerns of an Eternal ſcene. 

Tf not ſo frequent, would not This be ſtrange ? 
That *tis fo frequent, This is ſtranger ſtill. 


Of Man's miraculous Miſtakes, this bears 
The Palm, „That all Men are about to live.“ 
For ever on the Brink of being born. 
All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
N C-2 They, 
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They, one day, ſhall not drivel; and their Pride 
On this Reverſion takes up ready. Praiſe z  _ 
At leaſt, their own; their future felves applauds; 
How excellent that Life they nc er will lead? 
Time lodg'd in their own hands is Folly's Vails ; 
That lodg'd in Fate's, to Wi/dom they conſign; 
The thing they can't but purpeſe, they. paſt pone 3 

*Tis not in Folly, not to ſcorn a Fool; 
And ſcarce in human Wiſdom to do more, 

All Promiſe is poor dilatory man, 

And that thro* every Stage: When young, indeed, - 
In full content we, ſometimes, nobly reſt, 
Unanxious for ourſelves ; and only wih, 

As duteous ſons, our Fathers were more Wiſe, 

At thirty man ſuſpects himſelf a Fool 

Knows it at forty, and reforms us Plan; 

At #fty chides his infamous Delay, 

Puſhes his prudent Purpoſe to Reſolve ; 

In all the magnanimity of Thought 

Reſolves; and re- reſolves; then dies the ſame, 
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And why? Becauſe he thinks himſelf Immortal. H 
Al men think all men mortal, but Themſelves ; T 
Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of Fate 2 2 
Strikes thro? their wounded hearts the ſudden Dread ; D 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded Air, 7 

1 | | „„ —_—w{—_— 


Soon 
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Soon cloſe, where paſt the ſhaft, no Trace is found. 
As, from the Wing no ſcar the Sky retains ; 
The parted Wave no furrow from the Keel ; 
So dies in human hearts the Thought of Death. 
Even with the tender Tear which Nature ſheds 
O'er thoſe we love, we drop it in their Grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ſtrange ; 
O my full Heart! But ſhould 1 give it vent, 
The longeſt Night, tho' longer far, would fail, 
And the Lark liſten to my midnight Song. 


The ſpritely Lark's ſhrill Mattin wakes the Morn 
Grief's ſharpeſt Thorn hard- preſſing on my Breaſt, 
I ſtrive, with wakeful Melody to. chear 


The ſullen Gloom, ſweet Philomel] like Thee, 


And call the Stars to liſten: Every ſtar 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy Lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel}, 
And charm thro” diſtant Ages: Wrapt in Shade, 
Priſoner of Darkneſs ! to the ſilent Hours, 

How often I repeat their Rage diyine, 

To lull my Griefs, and fteal my heart from Woe ? 
I rowl their Raptures, but not catch their Flames. 
Dark, tho' not blind, like thee Mzonides ! 

Or Alton ! thee ; ah cou'd I reach your Strain! 
Or His, who made Meonides our Own, 


C 3 Man 


— 


= 


— * * 
fs — - 3 * . 
Ws - N £ 


* 
— —— 
— 
— 


22 The COMPLAINT: 


Man too he ſung: Immortal man I ſing; 
Oft burſts my Song beyond the bounds of Life; 
What, now, but Immortality can pleaſe ? 


O had He preſs'd his Theme, purſued the track, 


Which opens out of Darkneſs into Day! 

O had he mounted on his wing of Fire, "PUR 
Soar'd, where I ſink, and ſung Immortal man! 
How had it bleſt mankind, and reſcued me ? 
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| NIGHT the SECOND. 


VA HEN the Cock crew, be wept” —Siniote 
| by that Eye, 

Which looks on me, on Al : That 

Pow'r, who bids | 

This Midnight Centinel with Clarion ſhrill, 

Emblem of that which ſhall awake the Dead, 

Rouze Souls from Slumber, into Thoughts of Heaven, 

Shall I too weep ? Where then is Fortitude ? 

And Fortitude abandon'd, where is Man ? 

I know the terms on which he ſees the Light 3 

He that his born, is liſted ; Life is War; 

Eternal War with Woe. Who bears it beſt, 

Deſerves it leaſt, ——On ober Themes I'll dwell. 

Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on Thee, 


And 
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And Thine, on Themes may profit; profit there, 

Where moſt thy need. Themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander's Duſt, He, thus, tho' dead 
May {till befriend-—-What Themes? Time's wondrous 
Death, Friendſpip, and Philander*s final Scene. Prices 


So could I touch theſe Themes, as might obtain 
Thine Ear? nor leave thy Heart quite diſengag'd, 
The good Deed would delight me; half-imprets 
On my dark Cloud an Iris; and from Grief, 
Call Glory—Doft thou mourn Philander's fate? 
know thou fay*ſt it; ſays thy Life the ſame ? 
He mourns the Dead, who lives as they deſire. 
Where is that Thrift, that Avarice of TIME, 
(O glorious Avarice !) thought of Death inſpires, 
As rumour'd robberies endear our Gold? 

O Time ! than Gold more ſacred ; more a Load 
Than Lead, to Fools; and Fools reputed Wile, 
What Moment granted Man without account ? 


What Years are ſquander'd, i/Jom's debt unpaid ? 


Our Wealth in Days all due to ht diſcharge, 
Haſte, haſte, He lies in wait, He's at the door, 
Inſidious Death ! ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 


No compoſmion fets the Priſoner free. 


Eternity's inexorable chain 
Faſt binds; and Vengeance claims cho full Arrear. 


Howꝛ 
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How late I ſhudder'd on the brink ? how late 


Life call'd for her laſt Refuge in Deſpair ? 
That Time is mine, O Mead | to Thee I owe; 
Fain would 1 pay thee with Eternity. 

But ill my Genius anſwers my Deſire, 

My fickly Song is mortal, paſt thy Cure. 
Accept the Will; It dies not with my ſtrain. 


For what calls thy Diſeaſe, Lorenzo? not 
For Eſculapian, but for Moral Aid. 
Thou think'ſt it Folly to be wiſe too ſoon. 
Youth is not rich in Time; it may be, poor, 
Part with it as with Money, ſparing; pay 
No Moment, but in Purchaſe of its worth; 


And what its Worth, aſk Death-beds, they can tel 


Part with it as with Life, reluctant; big 
With holy Hope of nobler Time to come; 


Time higher-aim'd, ſtill nearer the great Mar f ci 


Of Men and Angels; Virtue more divine. 


Is this our Duty, Wiſdom, Glory, Gain ? 


(Theſe Heaven benign in vital Union binds) 
And ſport we like the Natives of the Bough, 
When vernal Suns inſpire ? Amn/ement reigns 


_—_ 
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Man's great Demand: To trifle is to live: 
And is it then a Trifle, too, to die? 


Thou ſay'ſt I preach, Lorenzo ! Tis confeſt. 
What, if for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Who wants Amuſement in the Flame of Battle? 
Is it not Treaſon, to the Soul immortal, 


Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Prize? 


Will Toys amuſe, when Med'cines cannot cure? 
When Spirits ebb, when Life's inchanting Scenes 
Their Luſtre loſe, and leſſen in our fight, 

(As Lands, and Cities with their glitt'ring Spires, 
To the poor ſhatter'd Bark, by ſudden Storm 
Thrown off to Sea, and ſoon to periſh there) 

Will Toys amuſe ?—No : Thrones will then be Toys, 
And Earth and Skies ſeem Duſt upon the Scale. | 


Redeem we Time ?—its Loſs we dearly buy, 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd Sports? 
He pleads Time's numerous Blanks ; he loudly pleads 
The ſtraw-like 7. rifles on Life's common Stream. 
From whom thoſe Blanks and Trifles, but from Thee ? 
No Blank, no Trifle Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or purposd Virtue ſtill be Thine ; 

This cancels thy Complaint at once; This leaves 
In Act no Trifle, and no Blank in Time. 


This 
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This greatens, fills, immortalizes All; 

This, the bleſt Art of turning all to Gold; 

This, the good Heart's prerogative to raiſe 

A royal tribute, from the pooreſt Hours. 

Immenſe Revenue! every Moment Pays. 

If nothing more than Purpoſe in thy Power, 

Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the Deed : 

Who does the beſt his circumſtance allows, 

Does well, acts nobly; Angels could no mores 

Our outward Act, indeed, admits reſtraint ; 

*Tis not in Things o'er Thought to domineer ; 

Guard well thy Thought; our are heard in 

| Heaven. 

On all-important Time, through every Age, 

Tho? much, and warm, the Wile have urg'd; the Man 

Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an Hour. 

e loft a Day”---The Prince who 1 cont, 

Had been an Emperor without his Crown; 

Of Rome? ſay, rather, Lord of human race; 

He ſpoke, as if deputed by Mankind 

o ſhould all ſpeak : ſo Reaſon ſpeaks in All: 

For the ſoft Whiſpers of that God in man, 

Why fly to Folly, why to Frenzy fly, 

From Reſcue from the Bleſſing we poſlcſs ? 

Time, the Supreme ! Time is Eternity; 

Pregnant with all Eternity can give; 


Pregnant 
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Pregnant with all, that makes Arch- angels ſmile; 
Who murders Time, He cruſhes in the Birth 
A Pow'r nn Ay not ador'd. 


Ah! Ra to Nature, and Himſelf, 
Is thoughtlefs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent Man? 


Like Children babling nonſenſe in their ſports, 


We cenſure Nature for a Span too ſhort ; 

That Span too ſhort, we tax as tedious too; 
Torture Invention, all Expedients tire, 

To laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpeed ; 

And whirl us- (happy riddance !) from ourſelves, 
Art, brainleſs Art ! our furious Charioteer 

(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of Death ; 


Death, moſt our Dread; Death hu more dreadful 
O what a Riddle of Abſurdity ? made 3 


Leiſure is Pain; takes off our Chariot-wheels, 


How heavily we drag the Load of Life ? 


Bleſt Leiſure is our Curſe, like that of Cain 
It makes us wander ; wander earth around 
To fly that Tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an Hour, 
We cry for Mercy to the next Amuſement ; 


The next Amuſement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenience ! Priſons hardly frown, 


From 
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From hateful Time if Priſons ſet us free. 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us Relief, 

We call him cruel ; Years to Moments ſhrink, 
Ages to Years. The Teleſcope is turn'd. 

To man's falſe opticks (from his Folly falſe) 
Time, in advance, behind him:hides his Wings, 
And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his Age; 
Behold him, when paſt by ; what then. is ſeen 
But his broad Pinions ſwifter than the Winds? 
And all Mankind, in Contradiction ſtrong, 
Rueful, aghaſt! cry out on his Career. 


Leave to thy Foes theſe Errors, and theſe Ills ; 
To Nature juſt; their Cauſe and Cure explore, 
Not ſhort Heaven's Bounty, boundleſs our Expence ; 
No Niggard, Nature; Men are Prodigals. 

We waſte, not aſe our Time; we breathe, not live. 

Time waſted is Exiſtence, us'd is Life. 

And bare Exiſtence, Man, to live ordain'd, 

Wrings, and oppreſſes with enormous weight. 

And why ? ſince Time was given for Uſe, not Waſte, 
Enjoyn'd to fly ; with Tempeſt, Tide, and Stars, 

| To keep his Speed, nor ever. wait for Man; 

Time's Ule was doom'd a Pleaſure; Maſte, a Pain; 

That Man might feel his Error, if unſeen; 

And, feeling, fly to Labour for his Cure; „ 


Not, 
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Not, blundering, ſplit on Idleneſs, for eaſe. | 
Life's Cares are Comforts z ſuch by Heaven deſign'd 5 
He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched... 
Cares are Employments; and without Employ 

The Soul is on a Rack; the Rack of Reſt, 

To Souls moſt adverſe ; Action all their Joy: 


Here, then, the Riddle, mark'd above, unfolds $ 
Then Time turns torment, when Man turns a Fool. 
We rave, we wreſtle with Great Nature's Plan; 
We thwart the Deity ; and tis decreed, 

Who thwart His Will, ſhall contradict their own, 
Hence our unnatura] Quarrel with ourſelves ; 

Our Thoughts at Enmity ; our boſom-broil; 

We puſh Time from us, and we wiſh Him back, 
Laviſh of Luſtrums, and yet fond of Life; 


Life we think long, and ſhort ; Death ſeek, and ſhun 5 | 


Body and Soul, like peeviſh Man and Wife, 
United jar, and yet are loath to part. 


Oh the dark days of Vanity ! while Here, 
How Taſteleſs ? and how Terrible, when gone ? 
Gone? they ne'er go; when paſt, they haunt us fill; 
The Spirit walks of ev*ry Day deceas'd, 
And ſmiles an Angel ; or a Fury frowns. 
Nor Death, nor Life delight us. If Time paſt, 
| And 
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And Time poſe, both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 
That which the. Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 

Time asd. The Man who conſecrates his Hours 
By vigorous Effort, and an honeſt Aim, 

At once he draws the ſting of Life and Death 

He walks with Nature; and her Paths are Peace. 


Our Error's Cauſe, and Cure are ſeen : See next 
Time's Nature, Origin, Importance, Speed; 
And thy great Gain from urging his Career.— 
All- ſenſual man, becauſe untouch'd, unſeen, 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elſe 
Is truly Man's; *tis Fortune's.Time's a God. 
Thou haſt ne*er heard of 7 ime's Omnipotence z 
For, or againſt, what Wonders can He do ? 
And will : To ſtand blank Neuter He diſdains. 
Not on thoſe Terms was Time, (Heaven's Stranger!) ſent 
On his important Embaſſy to Man. 
Lorenzo! no: On the long-deſtin'd Hour, | 
From everlaſting Ages growing ripe, 
That memorable Hour of wond*rous Birth, 
When the Dread Sire, on Fmanation bent, 
And big with Nature, riſing in his Might, 
Call'd forth Creation, (for then Time was born) 
By Godhead ſtreaming thro? a thouſand Worlds; 
Not on thoſe Terms, from the great days of Heaven, 
D From 
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From old Eternity's myſterious Orb, 


Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the Skies; 


The Skies, which watch him in his new abode, 
Meaſuring his Motions by revolying Spheres ; 

That Horologe Machinery Divine. 

Hours, Days, and Months, and Y ears, his Children, play, 
Like numerous wings around him, as he flies: 

Or, rather, as unequal Plumes, they ſhape 
His ample Pinions, ſwift as darted Flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient Reſt, 

And join anew Eternity his Sire; 

In his umutability to neſt, | 

When Worlds, that count his Circles now, unhing'd, 
(Fate the loud ſignal founding) headlong ruſh 
To timeleſs Night, and Chaps, whence they roſe. 
Why ſpur the Speedy ? why with Levities 
New-wing thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight ? 
Know'ſt thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done? 
Man flies from Time, and Time from Man; too ſoon 
In ſad Divorce this double Flight muſt end : 

And then, were are we? where, Lorenzo then, 
Thy Sports ? thy Pomps ?—1I grant thee, in a State 
Not Unambitious ; in the ruled Shroud, * 

Thy Parian Tomb's triumpbant Arch beneath. 

Has Death his Fopperies ? then well may Life 

Put on her Plume, and in her Rambow ſhine. 


Ye 


N 
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Ye well-array*d! Ye Lilies of our land! 
Ye Lilies Male ! who neither toil, nor ſpin, 
(As Siſter Lilies might) if not ſo wiſe 
As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the Sight 
Ye Delicate! who nothing can ſupport, 
Yourſelves moſt inſupportable! for whom 
The winter Roſe muſt blow, the Sun pur on 
A brighter Beam in Leo; ſilky- ſoft 
Favonius breathe ſtill ſofter, or be chid ; | 
And Other worlds fend Odours, Sauce, and Song, 
And Robes, and Notions, fram'd in foreign Looms! 
O ye Lorenzos of our Age! who deem 
One Moment unamus'd, a Miſery 
Not made for feeble Man ! who call aloud 
For every Bawble, drivePd o'er by Senſe ; 
For Rattles, and Conceits of every caſt. 
For Change of Follies, and Relays of Joy, 
To drag your Patient through the tedious length 
Of a ſhort Winter's Day—ſay, Sages | ſay, 
Wit's Oracles ! ſay, Dreamers of gay Dreams! 
How will you weather an eternal Night, 


| Where ſuch Expedients fail ? 


O Treacherous Conſcience ! while ſhe ſeems to ſleep 


On Roſe and Myrtle, lull'd with Syren Song; 
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While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the ſlacken'd rein, 

And give us up to Licence, unrecall'd, 

Unmarkt ;—See, from behind her ſecret ſtand, 
The ſly Informer minutes every Fault, 

And her dread Diary with Horror fills. : 
Not the groſs AZ alone employs her Pen; 

She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 

A watchful Foe! The formidable Spy, 

Liſt'ning o'erhears the Whiſpers of our Camp; 
Our dawning Purpoſes of Heart explores, 

And ſteals our Embryos of Iniquity. 

As all rapacious Uſurers conceal 

Their Doomſday-book from all-conſuming Heirs ; _ 
Thus, with Indulgence moſt ſevere, She treats 

Us Spendthrifts of ineſtimable Time; 

Unnoted, notes each Moment miſapply*d d; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of Braſs, 
Writes our whole hiſtory ; which Death ſhall read 
In every pale Delinquent's private Ear; 

And Judgment publiſh ; Publiſh to more worlds 
Than this ; and endleſs Age in groans reſound. 
Lorenzo, ſuch that Sleeper in thy Breaſt ! 

Such is her Slumber ; and her Vengeance ſuch 

For ſlighted Counſel ; ſuch thy future Peace 

And think'ſt thou till thou canſt be wiſe to ſoon ? 


But 
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But why on Time ſo laviſh is my Song? 
On this great Theme kind Nature keeps a School, 
To teach her Sons Herſelf, Each Night we Dye, 
Each Morn are born anew ; Each Day, a Life ! 
And ſhall we kill each Day? If Jriſling kills; 
Sure Vice muſt butcher. © O what heaps of ſlain 
Cry out for Vengeance on us? Time deſtroy'd 
Is Suicide, where more than Blood is fpilt. 
Time flies, Death urges, Knells call, Heaven invites, 
Hell threatens ; All exerts ; in Effort, All; 
More than Creation labours !——Labours more? 
And is there in Creation, What, amidſt 
This Tumult Univerſal, wing'd Diſpatch, 


Hnd ardent Energy, ſupinely yawns ? — 


an ſleeps; and Man alone; and Man, whoſe Fate, 
ate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 

Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze - ſnaken, oer the Gulph 
moment trembles; drops! and Man, for whom 
All elſe is in alarm; Man, the ſole Cauſe 

f this ſurrounding Storm ! and yet he ſleeps, 

$ the Storm rock'd to reſt, --Throw Years away? 
Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize, 
eaven's on their Wing: a Moment we may wiſh 
hen Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid Day ſtand ſtill, 
id him drive back his Carr, recall, retake 
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Fate's haſty prey; Implore him, reimport 4 
The Period paſt, regive the given Hour. 5 
Lorenzo, more than Miracles we want; * 
Lorenzo -O for Yeſterdays to come 6 
Such is the Language of the Man awake z if 
His Ardor ſuch, for what oppreſſes Thee. * 
And is his Ardor vain, Lorenzo # No; A 
i | That more than Miracle the Gods indulge z Al 
4 Today is Yeſterday return'd ; return'd Al 
N Full-power' d to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, Re 
i And reinſtate us on the Rock of Peace. on 
T q Let it not fhare its Predeceffor's Fate; * 
a Nor, like its elder Siſters, die a Fool. 1 
2 Shall it evaporate in Fame? Fly off xy 
F Fuliginous, and ſtain us deeper ftill ? 5 
i! Shall we be poorer for the Plenty pour'd ? : 
More wretched for the Clemencies of 'Heaven ? > 
Where ſhall I find Him? Angels! tell me where, To 
8 You know Him; He is near you; Point him out; 22 
Y | Shall I ſee Glories beaming from his Brow? IK 
. Or trace his Footſteps by the riſing Flow*rs ? Sue 
Your golden Wings, now hov' ring o'er him ſhed i 

Protection; now, are waving in Applauſe 1 
0¹ 


Io that bleſt Son of Foreſight! Lord of Fate! 


That 
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That aweful Independent on To-morrow ! 

Whoſe Work is done; who triumphs in the Paſt ; 
Whoſe Yefterdays look backwards with a Smile; 
Nor, like the Parthian ; wound him as they fly; 
That common, but opprobrious Lot! Paſt Hours 
If not by Guilt, yet wound us by their Flight, 

If Folly bounds our Profpett.by the Grave, 

All feeling of Futurity benumb' d; 

All God-like Paſſion for Eterhals quencht | ; 

All reliſh of Realities expir'd ; 

Renouncꝰ'd all Correſpondence with the Skies; 

Our Freedom chain'd ;- quite wingleſs our Defire, 
In Senſe dark*d-priſon'd All that ought to ſoar, 
Prone to the Center, crawling in the Duſt, 
Diſmounte& every Great and Glorious Aim; 3 
Embruted every Faculty divine; 

Heart - buried in the rubbiſh of the World. 

The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate; Angelick, wing'd with Fire 

To reach the diftant Skies, and triumph there 
On Thrones, which ſhall not mourn their Maſters chang'd, 
Tho! we from Earth ; Etherial, They that fell. 
Such Veneration due, O Man, to Man. 


Who venerate themſelves, the World deſpiſe. 
For what, g gay | Friend! is this eſcutcbeon'd World, 
D 4 Which 
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Which hangs out DEATH, in one eternal Night? 

A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought, at Banquets, in the Shroud. 
Life's little Stage is a ſmall Eminence, 

Inch-high the Grave above ; that Home of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude; we gaze around, 

We read their Monuments; we ſigh; and while 
We ſigh, we ſink ; and are what we deplor'd ; 
Lamenting, or Lamented all our Lot! 


Is Death at Diſtance? No: he has been on thee ; 
And given ſure Earneſt of his final Blow. 
Thoſe Hours, which lately ſmil'd, where are they now? 
Pallid to Thought, and ghaſtly! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great Deep, which nothing diſembogues z 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall Renown. 
The Reſt are on the Wing; how fleet their Flight? ? 
Already has the fatal Train, took fire ; 
A Moment, and the world's blown up 0 thee ; 
'The Sun is Darknels, and the Stars are Duſt, 


*Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt Hours; 
And aſk them, what report they bore to Heaven ; 
And how they might have born more welcome News. 
Their Anſwers form what Men Experience call; 
If Viſdom's Friend, her beſt ; if not, worſt Foe, 
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O reconcile them! Kind Experience crys, 

„There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs; 
© The more our Joy, the more we know it Vain; 
And by Succeſs are tutor*d to Deſpair. 

Nor is it only thus, but muſt be ſo. Wo 

Who knows not this, tho' Grey, is ſtill a Child. 
Looſe then from Earth the Graſp of fond Deſire, 
Weigh Anchor, and ſome happier Clime explore. 


Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy Thoughts a ply to future Scenes ? 
Since, by Life's paſſing breath, blown up from Earth, 
Light, as the Summer's duſt, we take in Air 
A Moment's giddy flight, and fall again 
Join the dull Maſs, increaſe the trodden Soil, 
And ſleep till Earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 
Since, Ther, (as Emmets their ſmall World o'erthrown) 
We, ſore-amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawl, 
And riſe to Fate extreme of Foul or Fair 7 5 
As Man's own Choice, (Controuler of the Skies!) 
As Man's deſpotick Will, perhaps one Hour, 
(O how Omnipotent is Time!) decrees; - 
Should not each Warning give a ſtrong Alarm? 
Warning, far leſs than that of boſom torn 
From boſom, bleeding o'er the ſacred dead ? + 
Should not each Dial ſtrike us as we pals, | | 


Portentous, 
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Portentous, as the written Wall, which ſtruck, 
Ofer midnight Bowls, the proud Aſſyrian pale, 
E'er while high-fluſht with Infolence, and wine? 
Like That, the Dial ſpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo loath to break the Banquet up. 

* O Man, thy kingdom is departing, from thee z 
* And while it laſts, is emptier than my Shade.“ 
Its filent Language fuch: nor need*ſt thou call 
Thy Magi, to decypher what it means, 
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy Walls: 
Doſt aſk, how ? whence ? Belhazzar-like amaz'd ? 
Man's Make incloſes the ſure feeds of Death; 
Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate! he thrives 
On her own Meal, and then his Nurſe Devours. 


5 here, Lorenzo, the Deluſion lies; 
That Solar Shadow, as it meaſures Life, 

It Life reſembles too, Life ſpeeds away 

From point to point, tho? ſeeming to ſtand ſtill. 

The cunning Fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth ; 

Too ſubtle is the Movement to be ſeen; 

Yet ſoon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 
I/arnings point out our Danger; Guomons, Time; 
As theſe are uſeleſs when the Sun is ſet; 

So thoſe, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines, 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all; in Reaſon's eye, 


T hat 
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That Sedentary ſhadow travels hard. 

But ſuch our Gravitation to the Wrong, 

So prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 
*Tis later with the Wiſe, than he's aware; 

A Wilmington goes ſlower than the Sun; 

And all mankind miſtake their Time of Day; 
Even Age itſelf. Freſh Hopes are hourly ſown 
In furrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Deſcent, 
We ſhut our eyes, and think it is a Plain. 
We take fair days in Winter, for the Spring, 
And turn our Bleflings into Bane. Since oft 
Man muſt compute that Age He cannot feel, 
He ſcarce believes He's older for his Years. 
Thus, at Life's lateſt Eve, we keep in Store 
One Diſappointment ſure, to crown the reſt ; 
The Diſappointment of a promis*d Hour. 


On This, or Similar, Philander ! Thou 

Whoſe mind was Moral, as the Preacher's tongue A 

And ſtrong, to wield all Science, worth the name ; 

How often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun, 

And cool'd our Paſſions by the breezy ſtream? 

How often thaw'd, and ſhortned Winter's Eve, 

By Conflict kind, that ftruck out latent Truth, 

Beſt found, ſo ſought ; to the Reciuſe more Coy? 

Thoughts diſentangle paſling o'er the Li; 
Clean 
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Clean runs the thread; if not, *tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up Nonſenſe for a Song ; 

Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ! ſuch as Stains 
The Fancy, and unhallow'd Paſſion fires ; 
Chiming her Saints to Oytherea's Fane. 


Know'ſt thon, Lorenzo ! what a Friend contains ? 
As Bees mixt NeFar draw from fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men from FRIENDSHIP, Wi/dom and Delight ; 
Twins ty*d by Nature, if they part they die. 
Haſt thou no Friend to ſet thy mind abroach ? 
Good Senſe will Stagnate. Thoughts ſhut up want Arr, 
And ſpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. | 
Had Thought been All, ſweet Speech had been deny'd; 


Speech, Thought's Canal! Speech, Thought's Criterion 


too. 
Thought in the Mine, may come forth Gold or Droſs ; 
When coin'd in Word, we know its real worth. 

If ſterling ; ſtore it for thy future Uſe ; 

*Twill buy thee Benefit ; perhaps, Renown. 

Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſt; 
Teaching, we learn; and giving, we retain 

The Births of Intellect; when dumb, forgot. 

Speech ventilates our Intellectual fire; 

Speech burniſhes our Mental Magazine 

Brightens for Ornament; and whets, for Uſe. 

What Numbers, ſheath'd in Erudition lie, 
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Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tomes, 

And ruſted in; who might have born an Edge, 

And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to Speech; 
If born bleſt Heirs of half their Mother's tongue ? 
*Tis Thought's exchange, which like th' alternate Puſh 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned Scum, 

And defecates the Students ſtanding Pool. 


In Contemplation is his proud Reſource ? 
*Tis poor, as proud, by Converſe unſuſtain'd. 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplation's Field 
Converſe, the Menage, breaks it to, the Bit 
Of due Reſtraint ; and Emulation's Spur 
Gives graceful Energy, by Rivals aw'd. 

*Tis Converſe qualifies for Solitude; 

As Exerciſe, for Salutary Reſt. 

By That untutor'd, Contemplation raves 

A Lunar Prince, or famiſh'd Beggar dies; 
And Nature's Fool, by Viſdom's is outdone. 


Wiſdom, tho richer than Peruvian Mines, 
And ſweeter than the ſweet Ambroſial Hive, 
What is ſhe, but the means of Happineſs ? 
That unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool; 
A melancholy Fool, without her Bells. 


Friendſhip the Means, and Friendſhip richly gives 


The 
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The precious End, which makes our Wiſdom wiſe. 
Nature, in Zeal for human Amity, 

Denies, or damps an undivided Joy. 

Joy is an Import; Joy is an Exchange; 

Joy flies Monopoliſts, It calls for Two ;. , 

Rich fruit! heaven-planted ! never pluckt by One. 
Needful Auxiliars are our Friends, to give 
To ſocial man true reliſh of himſelf. 

Full on ourſelves deſcending in a Line 

Pleaſure's bright Beam, is feeble in delight, 
Delight intenſe, is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated Pleaſures fire the Breaſt. 


Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er ſhe ſtoops 
To viſit Earth, One ſhrine the Goddeſs finds, 
And One alone, to make her ſweet amends 
For abſent Heaven—the Boſom of a Friend; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, 
Each other's Pillow to repoſe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit ; In Paſſion's Flame | 
Hearts melt; but melt like Ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True Love ſtrikes root in Reaſon ; Paſſion's Foe : 
Virtue alone entenders us for Life: 
I wrong her much—entenders us for ever. 
Of Friendſbip's faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 
Is Virtue kindling at a Rival Fire, 


And, 
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And, emuloufly, rapid in her Race, 

O the ſoft Enmity ! Endearing Strife ! 

This carrys Friendſhip to her noon-tide Point, 
And gives the Rivet of Eternity, 


From Friendſhip which outlives my former themes, 
Glorious Survivor of old Time, and Death ! 


From Friendſhip, thus, that Flow'r of Heavenly Seed 
The Wile extract Earth's moſt Hyblean Bliſs, 


Superior Wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling Joy; 
For Joy, from Friendſhip born, abounds in Smiles. 
O ſtore it in the Soul's moſt Golden Cell ! 


But for whom bloſſoms this Ely/zan Flower 
Abroad They find, who cheriſh it, at Home, 
Lorenzo] pardon what my Love extorts, 

An honeſt Love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho' choice of Follies faſten on the Great, 
None clings more obſtinate, than Fancy fond 
Thar ſacred Friendſhip is their eaſy prey 
Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure; 
Or Faſcination of a high-born Smile. 
Their Smiles, the Great, and the Coguet, throw out 
For Others Hearts, Tenacious of their Own; 
And we no leſs of ours, when ſuch the Bait. 
Ye Fortune's Cofferers | Ye powers of Wealth ! 
: You 
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You do your Rent-rolli moſt felonious wrong, 
By taking our Attachment to Yourſelves. 

Can Gold gain Friendſhip ? Impudence of Hope | 
As well meer Man an Angel might beger. 

Love, and Love only, is the Loan for Love. 
Loyenzo ! Pride repreſs ; nor hope to find 

A Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee. 
All like the Purchaſe, few the Price will pay ; 
And this makes Friends ſuch Miracles below. 


What if (ſince Daring on ſo nice a Theme) 
I ſhew thee Friendſhip Delicate, as Dear, 
Of tender Violations apt to die? 

| Reſerve will wound it; and Diſtruſt, EA 
Deliberace on all things with thy Friend ; 
But ſince Friends grow not thick on ev'ry Bough, 
Nor every Friend unrotten at the Core ; " 
Firſt, on thy Friend, deliberate with Thyſelf ; 
Pauſe, ponder, fift ; not Eager in the Choice, 
Nor Jealous of the Choſen ; Fixing, Fix; 
Judge before Friendſhip, then confide till Death. 
Well, for thy Friend; but Nobler far for Thee 
How Gallant danger for Earth's Higheſt prize ? 
A Friend 1s worth all hazard we can run. 
% Poor is the Friendlefs Maſter of a World: 
* A World in purchaſe for a Friend is Gain.“ 


8o 
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So ſung He (Angels hear that Angel fing! 
Angels from Friendſhip gather Half their Joy.) 
So ſung Philander, as his Friend went round 
In the rich Ichor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous Wit, 

A Brow ſolute, and ever-laughing Eye. 

He drank long Health, and Virtue to his Friend; 
His Friend, who warm'd him more, who more inſpir d. 
Friendſbip's the Wine of Life; but Friendfhip neu 
(Not ſuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 
O] for the bright Complexion, cordial nn 
And elevating Spirit of a Frienc 

For twenty Summers tipening by my fide 3 -- 

All Feculence of Falſhood thrown down 4 

All Social Virtues riſing in his Soul 

As Cryſtal clear; and ſmiling, as they riſe ! ; 

Here Nectar flows; it ſparkles in our fight 3 

Rich to the Taſtez and genuine from the Heart: 
High- flavour'd Bliſs for Gods ! on Earth how rare? 
On Earth how loft ? Philander is no more. : 


Think*ft thou the Theme intoxicates triy Song ' 
Am I too warm ? Too warm I cannot be, 
I lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 
Like Birds, whoſe Beauties languiſh, half conceal'd. 
| E Til} 
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Till mounted on the Wing, their gloſſy Plumes ( 


Expanded'ſhine with Azure, Green, and Gold; 0 
How Bleflings brighten as they take their Flight ? I 
His Flight Philander took; his Upward Flight, C 
If ever Soul aſcended. Had he dropt. It 
(That Eagle Genius !) O had he let fall 1 A 
One Feather as he flew ; I then, had wrote, Is 


What Friends might flatter 3" prudent Foes forbear z ; B 
Rivals ſcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. / -* | | 
Yet what I can I muſt ; It were profane 


To quench a Glory lighted at the Sies Is 
| And caſt in Shadows his illuſtrious Clofe; i Oi 
| Strange! the Theme moſt affecting, moſt fublime, Fl 
| Momentous moſt to Man, ſhou'd ſteep unſung z: Re 
| And yet it leeps, by Genius unawak d. | TI 
5 Painim or Chriſtian ; to the Bluſh of Wit. | If 

7 Man's higheſt Triumph! Man's 23 9nd Fall 220 Fot 
1 The Deasb bed of the Juſt! is yet undraun A 
= By mortal Hand; It merits a Divine: 03.114 He 
| Angels ſhould paint it, Angels ever 7. "" pref Th 
* There, on a Poſt of Honour, and of Joy. . 
| | | Ya 
| Dare T-preſurne, then? But Philander bids x If 1 
1 | += And Glory tempts, and Inclination calls — He: 


| Yet am I ſtruck; as ſtruck the Soul, beneath On 
| Aerial Groves impenetrable Gloom; 


Or, 


Or, 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 51 


Or, in ſome mighty Ruin's ſolemn ſhade ; - 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on higb- born Daft, 

In Vaults ; thin courts of poor Unflatter'd Kings! 
Or, at the midnight Altar's hallow'd Flame. 

It is Religion to proceed: I pauſe —— 

And enter aw'd the Temple of my Theme. 

Is it his Death- bed? No; It is his Shrine; 
Behold _ there, 22 _ to a God. 


The Chamber where the Good man meets his Fateg 
Is privileg'd beyond the common Walk 
Of virtuous life, quite in the Verge of Heaven, 
Fly, ye Profane! If not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the Bleſſing, and'adore the Chance, 
That threw in this Betheſda your Diſeaſe; 
If unreſtor*d by This, | deſpair your Cure. 
For, Here, reſiſtleſs Demonſtration dwells ; 
A Death-bed's a Detector of the Heart. 
Here tir'd Diſſimulation drops her Maſque, 
Thro' Life's Grimace, that Miſtreſs of the Scene 
Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
You ſee the Man; you ſee his Hold on Heaven ; * 
If ſound his Virtue; as Philander's ſound. 
Heaven waits not the laſt moment, owns her Friends 
On this Side Death; and points them aut to men, 
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A Lecture, fitent, but of ſovereign Power! 
To Vice, Confufion z and to yon Peace, | 


Whatever Faree the boaſtſul Hero plays, 
Virtue alone has Majeſty in Death 21 
And greater ſtill, the more the Tyrant frowns, 
Philander !. He ſeverely frown'd on Thee, 
No Warning given! Unceremonious Fate! 
« A ſuddain Ruſh from Life's meridian Joys! 
A Wrench from all we Love ! from all we are 
A reſtleſs bed of Pain | a Plunge opaque 
Beyond Conjecture ! Feeble Nature's dread ! 
* Strong, Reaſon's ſhudder at the dark Unknown 
« A Sun extinguiſht! a juſt opening Grave! 
« And oh! the laſt, laſt ; what? (can words expreſs ? 
« Thought reach ?) the laſt, laſt--Silence of a Friend!” 
Where are thoſe Horrors, That Amazement, where, 
This hideous Group of Ills, which fngly ſhock, 
Demand from man? thought him man till zo. 


Thro' Nature's wreck, thro* vanquiſht Agonies, 
(Like the Stars ſtruggling thro? this Midnight Gloom) 
What gleams of Joy ? what more than Human Peace? 
Where, the frail Mortal? the poor abject Worm? 
No, not in Death, the Mortal to be found. 

His Conduct is a Legacy for All, 


Richer 


＋ & mo my 
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Richer than Mammon's for his ſingle Heir. 

His Comforters He comforts; Great in Ruin, 
With unreluctant Grandeur, gives, not yields 
His Soul Sublime; and cloſes with his Fate. 


How our Hearts burnt within us at the Scene? 
Whence, This brave Bound o'er limits fixt to Man ? 
His God ſuſtains him in his final Hour! 3. 
His final Hour brings Glory to his God 
Man's Glory Heaven vouchſafes to call her own, 
We gaze; we weep; mixt Tears of Grief and Joy 
Amazement Strikes! Devotion burſts to flame 
Chriſtians Adore! and Infidels Believe. 


As ſome tall Tow'r or lofty Mountain's Brow, 
Detains the Sun, Illuſtrious from its Height; 
While riſing Vapours, and deſcending Shades, 
With Damps, and Darkneſs drown the Spatious Vale : 
Undampt by Doubt, Undarken'd by Deſpair, | 
Philander, thus, auguſtly rears his Head, 
At that Black Hour, which general Horror ſheds 
On the low Level of th' Inglorious Throng : 
Sweet Peace, and Heavenly Hope, and humble Foy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted Soul; 
Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the Skies, 
With incommunicable Luftre, Bright. 
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COMPLAINT. 
NIGHT the THIRD. 


ITROM Dreams, where Thought in Fancy's 
maze runs mad, 
To Reaſon, that Heav'n-lighted Lamp in 
Man, 
Once more I wake: and at the -Deſtin'd Hour, 
Punctual as Lovers to the moment ſworn, 
keep my Aſſignation with my Woe. 


O! Loſt to Virtue, Loft to manly Thought, 
Loſt to the noble Sallies of the Soul 
Who think it Solitude, to be Alone. 
Communion Sweet | Communion large, and High 
Our Reaſon ; Guardian Angel; and our God ! 
Then neareſt Theſe, when Others moſt Remote; 
And 
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And All, ere long, ſhall be remote, but Theſe; 

How dreadful, Then, to meet them ali alone, 

A Stranger! Unacknowledg*d ! Unapprov'd! 

Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy Brat; 
To win thy Wiſh, Creation has no more. 

Or if we wiſh a Fourth, it is a Friend; 


But Friends, how mortal? Pangerous the Deſire. 


Take Phatus to yourſelves, ye baſking Bards ! 
Inebriate at fair Fortune's fountain- head; 


And reeling thro? the wilderneſs of Joy; 


Where Senſe runs ſavage, broke from Reaſon's chain, 
And ſings falſe Peace, till ſmother*d by the Pall. 
My Fortune 1s unlike ; unlike my Song ; 


Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. 
1 to Day's ſoft-ey*d Siſter pay my Court, 


(Endymian's Rival!) and her aid implore ; 


Nou / firſt implor'd in ſuccour to the Mxfe. 


Thou, who didſt lately borrow + Cynthia's form, 


And modeſtly foregoe thine Own! O Thou 


Who didſt thyſelf, at midnight Hours inſpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia Patroneſs of Song? 
As Thou her Creſcent, ſhe thy Character 
Aſſumes; frilt more a Peder by the Change. 


Are 
＋ At the Duke of Norfolt's pos 
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Are there demurring Wits, who dare diſpute 
This Revolution in the World inſpir'd ? © 
Ye Train Pierian ! to the Lunar Sphere, 
In filent Hour, addreſs your ardent Call 
For aid Immortal ; Leſs her Brother's Right. 
She, with the Spheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy Dance, and hears their matchleſs Strain, 
A Strain for Gods ! deny*d to mortal Ear. | 
Tranſmit it heard, Thou Silver Queen of Heaven 
What Title, or what Name endears thee moſt ? 
Cynthia ! Cilene ! Phabe ! ——or doſt hear 
With higher guft, fair P d of the Skies ? 
Is that the ſoft Enchantment calls thee down, 
More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come ; but from Heavenly banquets with thee bring 
The Soul of Song ; and whiſper in mine ear 
The Theft divine : or in propitious Dreams, 
(For Dreams are Thine) transfuſe it thro? the breaſt 
Of thy firſt Votary ; But not thy Laſt ; 
If, like thy Nameſake, Thou art ever Kind, 


And Kind Thou wilt be; Kind on ſuch a Theme; 
A Theme ſo like thee, a quite Lunar Theme, 
Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair 
A Theme that roſe all-pale, and told my ſoul, 

| *T was 
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*T'was Night; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night; 
A Night which ſtruck a damp, à deadlier damp, 
Than that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb. 
Narciſſa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 

Woes cluſter, rare are ſolitary Woes; 


They love a Train, they tread each other's Heel; 


Her Death invades His mournſul right, and claims 
The Grief that ſtarted from my Lids for Him : 
Seizes the faithleſs, alienated Tear, 


Or ſhares it, ere it falls. So frequent Death, 


Sorrow, He more than cauſes, He confounds ; 
For human Sighs his rival Strokes contend, 

And make Diſtreſs, Diſtraction. Oh Philander ! 
What was thy Fate? A double Fate to me; 


Portent, and Pain] a Menace, and a Blow ! 


Like the black Raven hov'ring o'er my Peace, 
Not leſs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey. 

It call'd Varciſſa long before her Hour; 

It call'd her tender Soul, by break of Bliſs, 
From the firſt Bloſſom, from the Buds of Joy ; 
Thoſe Few our noxious Fate unblafted leaves, 
In this inclement Clime of human life. | 


Sweet Harmoniſt ! and Beautiful as ſweet ! 
And young as beautiful! and Soft as young 
And Gay as ſoft! and Innotent as gay! 
And 
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And Happy (if aught Happy Bere) as Good ! | 
For Fortune fond had built her neſt on hi. 
Like Birds quite exquiſite of Note and Plume, 
Transfixt by Fate (who loves a lofty Mark) 
How from the Summit of the Grove ſhe fell, 
And left it Unharmonious ? All its Charm 
Extinguiſht in the Wonders of her Song! 
Her Song ſtill vibrates in my raviſht Ear. 
Still melting There, and witch voluptuous Pan 
(O to forget her!) ee my Heart! 

Song, beauty, youth, * virtue, joy l ü this he 
Of bright Ideas, Flowers of Paradiſe 
As yet unforſeit! in one blaze we bind, 
Kneel, and preſent. it to the Skies: as All 
We gueſs of Heaven; And theſe were all her Own. 
And ſhe was mine; and I was—was moſt bleſt.— 
Gay Title of the deepeſt Miſery ! 
As bodies grow more pond'rous, robb'd of Life; 
Good loſt weighs more in Grief, than Gain'd, in Joy. 
Like bloſſom'd Trees o'erturn'd by vernal Storm, 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay; 
And if in Death ſtill lovely, Lovelier There; 
Far lovelier! Pity ſwells the Tide of Love. 
And will not the Severe excuſe a Sigh ? 
Scorn the proud Man that is aſham'd to weep ; 

Dur 
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Our Tears indulg d indeed deſerve our Shame. 
5 Ye that e'er loſt an Angel ! pity me. 


g Soon as the luſtre languiſht in her Eye, 

f Dawning a dimer Day on Human Sight; 
And on her Cheek, the Reſidence of Spring, 
Pale Omen fate ; and ſcatter'd Fears around 

On all that ſaw (and who could ceaſe to gaze 
That once had ſeen ?) with haſte, parental haſte, 
I flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native Bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the Sun ; the Sun 

| (As if the Sun cou'd envy) checkt his Beam, 
Deny'd his wonted Succour, nor with more 

| Regret, beheld her drooping, than the Bells 

Ut Of Likes; Faireſt Lilies not ſo fair. 


Queen Lilies! and ye painted Populace ! 
Who dwell in Fields, and lead ambroſial lives; 
In morn, and ev*ning Dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the Sun ; which gives your Checks to giow, 
And out-bluſh (mine excepted) every Fair ; 
Tou gladlier grew, ambitious of her Hand, 
Which often cropt your Odors, Incenſe meer 
To Thought fo pure; her flow'ry State of Mind 
In Joy unfal'n, Ye lovely Fugitives !- 
| Coæval 


or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 6; 


Coæval race with man! for man you ſmile ; 
Why not Smile at him too? You ſhare indeed 
His ſuddain Paſs ; but not his conſtant Pain. 


So man is made, nought miniſters delight, 
But what his glowing Paſſions can engage; 
And glowing Paſſions bent on aught Below, 
Muſt, ſoon or late, with Anguiſh turn the Scale; 
And Anguiſh after Rapture, how ſevere ? 
Rapture? bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plucking Fruit deny*d to mortal Taſte, 
While Here preſuming on the Rights of Heaven. 
For Tranſport doſt Thou call on every Hour, 
Lorenzo? At thy Friend's expence be wiſe ; 
Lean not on Earth, twill pierce thee to the Heart; 
A broken Reed, at beſt; but, oft, a ſpear; 
On its ſharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires, 


Turn, hopeleſs Thought! turn from Her :---Thought 
Reſenung rallies, and wakes every Woe. ,  repeli'd, 
Snatch'd ere thy Prime! and in thy bridal Hour! 

And when kind Fortune, with thy Lover, ſmil'd ! 
And when high-flavour'd thy freſh-op*ning Joys 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs compleat 
And on a Foreign Shore! Where Strangers wept ! 
Strangers to Thee, and more ſurprizing ſtill, 
Strangers to Kindneſs, wept: Their eyes let fall 
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Inhuman Tears; ſtrange tears ! that trickled down pa 


From marble Hearts} obdurate Tenderneſs! Ar 
A Tenderneſs that call'd them mote ſevere, | H: 
In Spight of Nature's ſoft Perſuaſion Steel'd ; Ki 
While Nature melted, Superſtition rav'd ; ; 12 

| That, mourn'd the Dead; and This deny'd a Grave: Sta 
(D 


Their Sighs incenſt; Sighs foreign to the Will! 


i Their Will the Tyger ſuckt, outrag'd the Storm. ( 

1 For oh! the curſt Ungodlineſs of Zeal ! PF Ca 

i While /nful Fleſo relented, Spirit nurſt Th 

i In blind 1sfallibility's embrace, Of 

. The Sainted Spirit petrify'd the breaſt; | Th 

ji Deny'd the Charity of Duſt, to ſpread | He 
i . 

Li O'er Duſt! a charity their Dogs enjoy. Wi 

Li What cou'd I do? what Succour ? what Reſource ? WI 

0 With pious Sacrilege, a Grave I ſtole; | Wh 

| With impious Piety, that Grave I wrong'd Wh 

Short in my Duty ; Coward in my Grief ! Thi 

More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crept, The 

With foft-ſuſpended Step, and muffled deep | An 

In midnight Darkneſs, whiſper'd my Laſt Sigh. Wh 

I whiſper'd what ſhould echo thro? their realms 'Ty 


Nor writ her Name, whoſe tomb ſhou'd pierce the Skies: The 
Preſumptuous Fear | How durſt I dread her Foes, | | 
While Nature's loudeſt Dictates I obey'd ? E 
| | Pardon Mo: 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 65 
Pardon Neceſſity, Bleſt Shade ! Of Grief 
And Indignation rival burſts T pour'd ; 
Half-execration mingled with my Pray'r ; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd ; 
Sore-grudg'd the Savage land her Sacred Duſt g 
Stampt the curſt Soil 5 and with Humanity, 
(Deny'd Narciſſa,) wiſht them All a Grave. 


Glows my Reſentment into Guilt ? What guilt 
Can equal Violations of the Dead ? 
The Dead how Sacred ? Sacred is the Duſt 
Of this Heaven-labour'd form, erect, divine! 
This Heaven-afſum'd majeſtic robe of Earth, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt Expanſe 
With azure bright, and cloath'd the Sun in Gold. 
When every Paſſion ſleeps that can offend ; 
When ſtrikes us every Motive that can melt; 
When man can reek his rancour uncontroul'd, 
That ſtrongeſt Curb on Inſult and III-will; 
Wen, ſpleen to Duſt? the Duſt of Innocence? 
An Angel's Duſt This Lacifer tranſcends ; 
When He contended for the Patriarch's bones, 
Twas not the Strife of Malice; but of Pride; 
The Strife of Pontif Pride, not Pontif Gall, 


Far leſs than This is ſhocking in a Race 
Moſt wretched, but from- Streams of mutual Love ; 
F And 
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And Uncreated, but for love Divine; 
And but for love Divine, this Moment, - loſt, 

By Fate reſorb'd, aud ſunk in endleſs Night. 
Man hard of Heart to man! Of horrid things 
Moſt horrid! Mid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange !-. 
Yet oft his Courteſies are ſmoother Wrongs; 
Pride brandyhes the favours He confers, 

And contumelious his Humanity : 


What then his Vengeance? Hear it not, ye Stars! 
And thou, pale Moon! turn paler at the Sound; 


Man is to Man the ſoreſt, ſureſt IIl. 

A previous Blaſt foretells the riſing Storm; 
O' erwhelming Turrets threaten ere they fall; 
Volcano's bellow ere they diſembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour, 
And Smoak betrays the wide-conſuming Fire: 
Ruin from Man is moſt conceaPd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful Tidings in the Blow. 
Is this the Flight of Fancy? Would it were 
Heaven's Sovereign faves all Beings but Himſelf, 
That hideous Sight, a naked human Heart. 


Fir'd is the Muſe ? and let the Muſe be fir's : 


Who not inflam'd, when what He ſpeaks, he feels, 


And in the Nerve moſt tender, in his Friends ? 
Shame to Mankind! Phzlander had his Foes ; ' 
He felt the Truths I ſing, and I in Him, 


Or, Night:Thoughts, ' &c. 67 


But he, nor I; feel more; Paſt Ills, Narciſa ! 
Are ſunk in Thee; Thou recent wound of Heart! 
Which bleeds with other Cares, with other Pangs ; + 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous Ills that ſwarm'd 
O'er thy. diſtinguiſnt Fate, and cluſt' ring There 
Thick as the Locuſt on the land of Nile, 
Made Death more deadly, and more dark the Grave. 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching Tale) 

How was each Circumſtance with Aſpics arm'd? 


An Aſpic, Each; and All, an Hydra-Woe: 


What ſtrong. Herculean Virtue could ſuffice ? — 


Or is it Virtue to be conquer'd Here? 


This hqary Cheek a Train of Tears bedews; 

And each tear mourns its own diſtinct diſtreſs ; 

And each Diſtreſs diſtinctly mourn'd, demands 

Of Grief ſtill more, as heighten'd hy the Whole. 
A Grief like this Proprietors excludes 

Not Friends alone ſuch Obſequies deplore; | © 

They make Mankind the Mourner ; carry Sighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her Way, 

And turn the gayeſt Thought of gayeſt Age, 
Down their right Channel, thro? the Vale of Death. 


The Vale of Death! That huſht Cimmerian Vale, 
Where Darkne/s brooding o'er Unfiniſht Fates, 
With Raven wing incumbent, waits the Day 
(Dread Day !) . that interdicts all future Change. 
F 2 That 
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That Subterranean World, that Land of Ruin! 

Fit Walk, Lorenzo, for proud human Thought! 
There let my Thought expatiate; and explore 
Balſamic Truths, and healing Seritiments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome, Here. 

For gay Lorenzo's ſake, and for thine own, 

My Soul! „The Fruits of Dying Friends ſurvey 


„ Expoſe the Vain of Life; weigh Life and Death: 


„ Give Death his Eulogy ;. Thy Fear ſubdue ; 
4 And labour that Firſt Palm of noble Minds, 
* A manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb.““ 


This Harveſt reap from thy Narcifa's Grave. 
As Poets feign'd from 4jax* ſtreaming blood 
Aroſe, with Grief inſcrib'd, a mournful Flow'r ; 
Let Wiſdom bloſſom from my» mortal Wound. 


And fir/t,, of Dying Friends; what Fruit from Theſe ? 


It brings us more than Triple Aid ; an Aid 


To chace our Theughtleſſneſs,, Fear, Pride, and Cuil. 


Our dying Friends come o'er us like a Cloud, 
To damp our brainleſs Ardors; and abate 
That Glare of Life, which often blinds the Wiſe. 
Our dying Friends are Pioneers, to ſmooth 
Our rugged Paſs to Death ; to break thoſe Bars. 
Of Terror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 
Croſs our obſtructed way; and, thus, to make 


Welcome, 


A 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 69 


Welcome, as Safe, our Port from every Storm. 
Each Friend by Fate ſnatch'd from us, is a Plume 
Pluckt from the wing of human Vanity, 

Which makes us ſtoop from our atrial Heights, 
And dampt with Omen of our own Deceaſe, 

On drooping pinions of Ambion lower*d, 

Juſt ſkim Earth's Surface, ere we break it up, 
'Ofer putrid Pride to ſcratch a little Duſt, 

And fave the World a Nuſance. Smitten Friends 
Are Angels ſent on Errands full of Love 

For us they languiſh, and for us they die : 

And ſhall they languiſh, ſhall they die in vain ? 
Ungrateful ſhall we grieve their hov*ring Shades, 
Which wait the Revolution in our Hearts? 

Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft Addrefs ; 

Their poſthumous Advice, and pious Prayer ? 
Senſeleſs, as Herds that graze their hallow*d Graves, 
Tread under foot their Agonies and Groans ; 
Fruſtrate their Anguiſh, and deſtroy their Deaths ? 


Lorenzo ! no; the Thought of Death indulge z 
Give it its wholeſome Empire, let It reign, 
That Kind Chaſtiſer of the Soul to Joy! 
Its reign will ſpread thy glorious Conqueſts far, 
And till the Tumults of thy ruffled breaſt z 
Auſpicious Era! Golden Days begin! 
The Thought of Death, ſhall, like a God, inſpire. 

| F 3 And 
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And why not think on Death ? Is Life the Theme | 
Of every Thought ? and Wiſh of every Hour ? ] 
And Song of every Joy? Surpriſing Truth 1 
The beaten Spaniel's fondneſs not ſo ſtrange. I 
f 
1 
C 


To wave the numerous Ils that ſeize on Lite 
As their own Property, their lawful prey ; 
Ere man has meaſured half his weary Stage, 


His Luxuries. have left him no reſerve, | I 
No maiden Reliſhes, unbroacht Delights; 1 
W . On cold-ſerv'd Repetitions He ſubſiſts, S 
{1 And in the taſteleſs Preſent chews the Paſt ; 1 


1 Diſguſted chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow down. 
ih Like laviſn Anceſtors, his earlier Years 41827 


thi Have diſinherited his future Hours, 8 
1135 : ; ö : : F 

| i Which ſtarve. on Oughts, and * their former Field V 
with . HS | | B 
10 Live ever Here, 2 ſhocking Thought! 1 


So ſhocking, they who wiſh, diſown it, too; | (1 
Diſown from ſhame, what they from Folly crave. T 
Live ever in the Womb, nor fee the Light? 1 
For what live ever Here? With labouring Step T 
To tread our former Footſteps ? Pace the Round E. 
Eternal? To climb daily Life's worn wheel, T 


Which, draws up nothing new? To beat, and beat, B 
The beaten Track? To bid each wretched day A 
The former mock ? To ſurfeit on the Same, A 
And yawr aur Joys? or thank a Miſery _ | Sc 


For Su 


er, Night-Thoughts, Sc. 71. 


For Change, tho“ ſad ? To ſee what we have ſeen ? 
Hear, till unheard the ſame old Slobber'd Tale? 

To taſte the taſted, and at each return 

Leſs taſtful? O'er our Palates to decant 

Another Vintage ? ſtrain a flatter year, 

Thro' loaded Veſſels, and a laxer Tone? 

Crazy Machines to grind Earth's waſted Fruits! 
Iil-ground, and worſe concocted; Load, not Life 
The Rational foul Kennels of Exceſs! _ 

Still- ſtreaming Thorough-fairs of dull Debauch ! 
Tremblingeach Gulp, leſt Death ſhould ſnatch the Bowl. 


Such of our Fine Ones is the Wiſh refin'd! 
So would they have it : Elegant Deſire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing Stalls, and Wilds? 
But ſuch Examples might their riot awe. 
Thrq want of Virtue, that is, want of Thought, 
(Tho? on bright Thought they father all their Flights) 
To what are they reduc'd? to love, and hate 
The ſame vain World; to cenſure, and eſpouſe 
This painted Shrew of Life, who calls them Fool 
Each Moment of each Day ; To flatter Bad 
Thro' dread of Wiſe ; To cling to this rude Rock, 
Barren, to them, of Good, and Sharp with IIls, 
And hourly Blacken'd with impending Storms, 
And Infamous for wrecks of human Hope, 
Scar'd at the gloomy Gulph that yawns beneath. 
Such are their Triumphs! Such their Pangs of Joy 1 
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'Tis Time, high Time to ſhife this diſmal Scene, 


This hugg'd, this hideous State, what Art can cure ? 


One only ; but that One, what All may reach ; 
Virtue—She, wonder-working Goddeſs! charms 
That Rock to bloom; and tames the painted Shrew 
And what will more ſurprize, Lorenzo! gives 

To Life's ſick, nauſeous Iteration, Change; 

And ſtraitens Nature's Circle to a Line. 

Believ'ſt Thou This, Lorenzo? Lend an Far, 

A patient ear, Thou'lt bluſh to Diſbelieye. 


A languid, leaden Iteration reigns, 
And ever muſt o'er 'Thoſe, whoſe joys are joys 
Of Sight, Smell, Taſte : The Cuckow-ſeaſons ſing 
The fame dull Note to ſuch as nothing prize, 
But what thoſe Seaſons, from the teeming Earth, 
To doating Senſe indulge. But nobler Minds 
Which reliſh Fruits unripen'd by the Sun, 
Manke their Days various; various as the Dies 
On the Dove's Neck, which wanton in His rays, 
On Minds of Dove-like innocence poſſeſt, 
On lightned Minds that baſk in Virtue's beams, 
Nothipg hangs Tedious, nothing Old revolves 
In Thet, for which they long z for which they live. 
Their glorious Efforts wing'd with Heavenly Hope, 
Each riſing Morning fees ſtill higher riſe; 


Each 


or, Night-Thoughts, S. 7 


Fach bounteous Dawn its Novelty preſents 

To worth maturing, new Strength, Luſtre, Fame; 

While Nature's Circle, like a Chariot wheel 
Rowling beneath their elevated Aims, 

Makes their fair Proſpect, fairer every Hour; 

Advancing Virtue, in a Line to Bliſs : 

Virtue, which Chriſtian Motives beſt inſpire ! 

And Bliſs which Chriſtian Schemes alone enſure. 


And ſhalt we then, for Virtue's ſake, commence © 
Apoftates ? and turn Infidels for Joy? 
A Truth it is, Few doubt, but Fewer truſt, 
He ſins againſt this Life, who lights the next." 
What is this Life? How Few their Fav'rite know? 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our Embrace, 
By paſſionately loving Life, we make 
Lov'd Life unlovely ; Hugging her to Death. 
We give to Time Eternity's Regard ; 
And dreaming take our Paſſage for our Port. 
Life has no Value as an End, but Means; 
An End deplorable ! a Means divine ! 
When *tis our All, tis Nothing; worſe than Nought; 
A Neſt of Pains z when held as Nothing, Much: 
Like ſome fair Humouriſts, Life is moſt enjoy'd, 
When courted leaſt ; moſt worth, when diſeſteem' d; 
Then *tts the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace 
In Profpect, richer far; Important! Awful! 


h Not 
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Not to be mention'd but with Shouts of Praiſe:! 
Not to be thought on, but with Tides of Ioyů ' 
The mighty Baſis of eternal Bliſs!  » | 


Where now the Barren Rock ? the painted Shrew ?. 

Where now, Lorenzo ! Life's eternal Round ? 

Have I not made my triple Promiſe good ? 

Vain is the World, but only to the Vain. 

To what compare we then this varying Scene, 

Whoſe Worth ambiguous riſes, and declines ? 

Waxes and wanes ? (In all propitious, Night 

Aſſiſts me Here) Compare it to the Moon; 


Dark in herſelf, and Indigent ; but Rich 34 #1 


In borrow'd Luſtre from a higher Sphere: 
When groſs Guilt interpoſes, Labouring Earth 
O'erſhadow'd mourns a deep Eclipſe of Joy; 
Her Joys, at brighteſt, pallid, to that Font 
Of full effulgent Glory, whence they flow. 


Nor is that Glory diſtant : Oh Lorenzo 
A good Man and an Angel ! Theſe between 
How thin the barrier ? What divides their Fate * 
Perhaps a Moment, or perhaps a Year ; 
Or if an Age, it is a moment ſtill ; 
A moment, or Eternity's forgot. 
Then Be, what once they were, who now are Gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the Skies, 


Starts 
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or, Night-Thoughts, Sc. 75 


Starts timid Nature at the gloomy Paſs ? 

The ſoft Tranſition call it; and be chear'd; 

Such It is often, and why not to Thee ? 

To hope the Beſt is Pious, Brave, and Wiſe, 

And may Itſelf procure, what It preſumes. 

Life is much flatter'd, Death is much traduc'd; 
Compare the Rivals, and the Kinder crown. 

© Strange Competition” True Lorenzo ! Strange ! 
So Little Life can caſt into the Scale. 


Life makes the Soul Dependent on the Duſt; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the Spheres. 
Thro' Chinks, ftyF'd Organs, dim Life peeps at light; 
Death burſts th* Involving Cloud, and all is Day; 

All Eye, all Ear, the diſembody'd Power. 
Death has ſeign'd Evils, Nature ſhall not feel; 
Life, Ills ſubſtantial, Wiſdom cannot ſhun, 

Is not the mighty Mind, that Son of Heaven 
By Tyrant Life dethron'd, impriſon'd, pain'd ? 
By Death enlarg'd, ennobled, Deify'd ? 

Death but entombs the Body; Life the Soul. 


* Js Death then Guiltleſs? How He marks his Way 
** With dreadful Waſte of what deſerves to ſhine ? 
“ Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated Pow'r ! 
With various Luftres Theſe light up the World, 
© Which Death puts out and darkens human Race.“ 
| I 
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I grant, Lorenzo! this Indictment juſt : 

The Sage, Peer, Potentate, King, Conqueror! 
Death humbles Theſe z more barbarous Life, the max. 
Life is the Triumph of our mouldering Clay ; 

Death, of the Spirit Infinite! Divine 

Death has no dread but what frail Life imparts ; 


Nor Life true Joy, but what kind Death improves. 


No Bliſs has Liſe to boaſt, till Death can give 
Far greater; Life's a Debtor to the Grave, 
Dark Lattice! letting in Eternal Day. 


Lorenzo! bluſh at Fondneſs for a Life, 
Which ſends celeſtial Souls on errands vile, 
To cater for the Senſe ; and ſerve at Boards, 
Where every Ranger of the Wilds, perhaps, 


Each Reptile juſtly claims our upper Hand. 


Luxurious Feaſt! a Soul, a Soul immortal, 

In all the Dainties of a Brute bemir*d ! 

Lorenzo! bluſh at Terror for a Death, 

Which gives thee to repoſe in feſtive Bowers, 
Where Nectars ſparkle, Angels miniſter, 

And more than Angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, 
And enternize, the Birth, Bloom, Burſts of Bliſs. 
What need FI more? O Death, the Palm is thine. 


Then welcome, Death thy dreaded Harbingers 
Age, and Diſeaſe; Diſeaſe, thoy long my Gueſt ; 
| i Bs hat 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 77 


That plucks my Nerves, thoſe tender Strings of Life; 
Which pluckt a little more, will toll the Bell | 
That calls my few Friends to my Funeral; 

Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a Tear, 
While Reaſon and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the Dead, and crown his tomb 

With wreath triumphant. Death is Victory; 

It binds in chains the raging Ills of Life: 

Euft and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 

Dragg'd at his chariot wheel, applaud his Power. 
That Ills corroſive, Cares importunate, 

Are not Immortal too, O Death! is Thine. 

Our Day of Diſſolution? Name it right; 

Tis our great Pay-day; Tis our Harveſt, rich 
And ripe ; what tho' the Sickle, ſometimes keen, 
Juſt ſcars us, as we reap the golden Grain, 
More than thy Balm, O Gilead! heals the Wound. 
Birth*s feeble Cry, and Drath's deep difmal Groan, 
Are ſlender Tributes low-taxt Nature pays, 

For mighty Gain: The Gain of each, a Life l 

But O, the Laſt the Former fo tranſcends, 

Life dies, Compar'd; Zife lives beyond the Grave. 


And feel I, Death | no joy from thought of Thee? 
Death, the great Counſellor, who Man inſpires, - 
With every nobler Thought, and fairer Deed ! 
Death, the Deliyerer, who reſcues man! 


. Death, 
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Death, the Rewarder, who the reſcued crowns ! 


Death, that abſolves my Birch, a curſe without it 
Rich Death, that realizes all my Cares, 

Toils, Virpues, Hopes; without it, a Chimera 
Death, of all Pain the Period, not of Joy; 

Joy's Source, and Swhjef, ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt, 

One in my Soul ; and One, in her great Sire, 

Tho” the four Winds were warting for my Duſt. 

Ves, and from Winds, and Waves, and central Night, 
Tho priſon'd there, my Duſt too I reclaim, 

(To Duſt when drop proud Nature's proudeſt Spheres) 
And live Entire. Death is the Crown of Life; 

Was Death deny'd, poor Man would live in vain ; 
Was Death deny'd, to live would not be life; 

Was Death deny'd, even Fools would wiſh to die. 
Death wounds, to cure: We fall; we riſe; we reign! 
Spring from our Fetters faſten in the Skies; 
Where. blooming Eden withers in our Sight; 

Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt, 

This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. 

When ſhall I die to-Vanity, Pain, Death ? 

When ſhall I die? When ſhall I live for ever? 


NIGHT 


( 


NIGHT TRE FOURTH. 


E 


Chriſtian TRIUMPH. 


CONTAINING 


Our only CoRE for the FEAR 
of DEAT , 


And Proper SENTIMENTS of HRART on 
that Ineſtimable Bleſſing. 


Humbly inſcrib'd to the BY 


Hon Mr. TORX. 
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A5 oo Occaſion of this Poem was Real, 
not Fictitious; ſo the Method pur- 

ſued in it on) rather impoſed, by 
what ſpomtatieouſiy aroſe in the Author's 
Mind, on that Occafion, than meditated, 
or deſigned. Which will appear very 
probable from the Mature of it. For it 
differs from the common Mode of Poetry, 
vbich is from long Warrations to draw 
ſhort Morals. Here, on the contrary, the 
Narrative is ſhort, and the Morality 
ariſing from it makes the Bulk of the 
Poems.” The . Reaſon of it is, That tbe 
Fa&ts mentioned did naturally pour theſe 
moral — on the 8 80 of the 
Writer. 
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all Three, viz, the Subduing our Fear of 
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82 PREFACE. 

Iis evident from the Firſt Night, where 
three Deaths are mentioned, that the Plan 
is not yet compleated; for two only of thoſe 
three have yet been ſung. But fince thi | 
Fourth Night fiſhes one principal and 
important Theme, naturally ariſing from 


Death, it will be @ proper pauſing Place 
| far the Reader, and the Writer too. And 


it is uncertain, whether Providence, e 


. Inclnation, will permit him to go an 


* 


1 * 1 ene for This Thing a Wai 


entered on purely as a Refuge under Un =y 
ea ſineſe, when more proper Studies wanieni v 
' fuffitient Reliſh to detain the Writer's AY bf 
 rention to them. And that Reaſon than * 
be to Heaven) ceaſing, the Writer has u yy 
farther Occaſion, I ſhou'd rather ſay Ex Ty. 
cuſe, for giving in, ſo much to the Amuſeſ Theſ 


ments, amid the Duties, of Life. The 
: | + ©" 
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COMPLAINT: 


NIGHT che FOURTH, 


EF Much-indebted * 0 York! * | 
9955 Amid the Smiles of Fortune, and of Youth, 


How op implanted | in the Breaſt of Man 
The Dread of Death? I ſing its fov*reign Cure. 


Why ſtart at Death? Where is he? Death arriv'd, 
Is paſt ; not come, or gone, He's never here. 
Eer Hope, Senſation fails; Black-boding Man 
Receives, not ſuffers Death's tremendous Blow. 
The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave; 
The deep damp Vault, the Darkneſs, and the Worm; 
Theſe are the Bugbears of a Winter's Eve, 
The Terrors of the Living, not the Dead. 

A Imagination's 
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Inagination's Fool, and Error's Wietch, 
Man makes a Death, which Nature never made; 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls ; 
And feels a thouſand Deaths, in fearing one. 


But was Death frightful, what has Age to fear ? 
If prudent, Age ſnhould meet the friendly Foe, 
And ſhelter 1 in his hoſpitable Gloom. 
I carce can meet a Monument, but holds 
My Younger ; every Date cries---** Come away.“ 
And what recalls me? look the Woll aronnd, 
And tell me what: the Wifeſt cannot tell. 
Should any born of Woman give his Thought 
Full range, on juſt Difcke's unbounded Field; 
Of Things, the Vanity; of Men, the Faws; 
Flaws in the Bgft ; the Many, Flaw all o“er, 
As Leopards ſpotted, or as Aibiops, dark; 
Vivacious 7/!; Good dying immature; 
How immature, Narcifſa's Matble tells) 
And at its Death bequeathing endleſs Pain; 
His Heart, tho“ bold, would ſicken at the Sight, 
And 9 —_ in Sighs, for _ Scenes. 


But grant to Life (and Juſt 3 it is to Sei 
To lucky Life) ſome Perquiſites of Joy; 
A Time there is, when like a thrice-told Tale, 
And that of no great Moment, or Delight, 


Long 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Cc. 


Long: rifled Life of Sweet can yield no more, 

But from our Comment on the Comedy, 

Pleaſing Reflections on Parts well-fuſtain'd, 

Or purpos'd Emendations whete we fail' d. 

Or Hepes of Plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their Exit, Souis are bid unrobe, 
Toſs Fortune back her Tinſel, and her Plume, 
And drop this Maſk of Fleftr behind the Scene. 


With me, that Time is come 5, my World is dead 4 


A new World riſes, and new-Manners reign :- 
Foreign Comedians, à ſpruce Band! arrive, 

To puſh me from the Scene, or hiſs me there. 
What a pert Race ſtarts up? the: Strangers gaze, 
And I at them; my Neighbour is unknown : 

Nor that the worſt ; ah me the dire Effect 

Of loit'ring here, of Death defrauded long: 

Of old fo gracious, (and let that ſuffice) 

My very Maſter knows me not. 


Shall I dare ſay, Peculiar is the Fate? 
oe been fo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 
An Object ever preſſing dims the Sight, 
And hides behind its Ardor to be ſeen; 
When in his Courtiers Ears I pour my Plaint, 
They drink it, as the Nectar of the Great; 
e 
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And ſqueeze my Hand, and beg me come to-morrow x 


Refuſal ! canſt thou wear a ſmoother Form? 


Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my Theme; 


Who cheapens Life, abates the Fear of Death; 


IT vice- told the Period ſpent on ſtubborn 7 rey. 


Court-Favour, yet untaken, I beſiege 4 
Ambition's ill-judg'd Effort to be rich. 

Alas! Ambition makes my Little, leſs ; 
Imbittering the Poſſeſs d: Why wiſh for more? 


Wiſhing, of all Employments is the worſt ; 


Philoſophy's Reverſe ! and Health's Decay 
Was I as plump, as ſtall'd Theology, 

Wiſhing would waſte me to this Shade again. 
Was I as wealthy as a South-Sza Dream, 
Wiſhing is an Expedient to be poor. 

Wiſhing, that conſtant Hectick of a Fool; 


Caughr at a Court, purg'd off by purer Air, +! 


And ſimpler Diet; Gifts of rural Life! 


Bleſt be that Hand divine, which gently laid 
My Heart at reſt, beneath this humble Shed. 
The World's a ſtately Bark, on dangerous Seas, 
With Pleaſure ſeen, but baarded at our Peril: 
Here, on a ſingle Plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 

I hear the Tumult of the diſtant Throng, 
As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms z 


And 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 87 


And meditate on Scenes, more ſilent ſtill; ©; 
Purſue my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Here, like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, 
Touching his Reed, or leaning on his Staff, 
Eager Ambition's fiery Chace I ſee; _ 

| ſee the circling Hunt, of noiſy Men, 

Burſt Law's Encloſure, leap the Mounds of Right, 


Purſuing and purſued, each other's Prey: 


As Wolves, for Rapine; as the Fox, for Wiles ; 
Till Death, that mighty Hunter, earths them all, 


Why all this Toil for Triumphs of an Hour ? 
What, tho” we wade in Wealth, or ſoar in Fame ? 
Earth's higheſt Station ends in, (Here he lies.” 
And © Duſt to Duſt”” concludes her nobleſt Song, 
If this Song lives, Poſterity ſhall know 

One, tho' in Britain born, with Courtiers bred, 
Who thought even Gold might come a Day too late; 
Nor on his ſubtle Deathbed plan'd his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church, or State 

Some Avocation deeming it to die ; 
Unbit by Rage canine of dying Rich ; 

Guilt's Blunder ! and the loudeſt Laugh of Hell, 


O my Coevals | Remnants of yourſelves ! 
Poor human Ruins, tott' ring o'er the Grave 
Shall we, ſhall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
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Strike deeper their vile Root, and cloſer cling, | 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched Soil? 
Shall our pale, wither'd Hands be ſtill ſtretch'd out, 
Trembling, at once, with Eagerneſs and Age ? 
With Avarice, and Convulſions grafping hard? 
Graſping at Air! for what has Earth beſide? 
Man wants but Little; nor that Little, long; 
How ſoon muſt e reſign his very Duſt; 

Which frugal Nature lent him for an Hour? 
| Years une xperiencd ruſh on numerous Ills 5 
And ſoon as Man, expert from Time, has found 
The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 


When in this Vale of Years I backward look 
And miſs ſuch Numbers, Numbers too of ſuch, 
Firmer in Health; and greener in their Age, 

And ſtricter on their Guard; and fitter far 

To play Life's fubtle Game, I ſcarce believe 

I ſtill ſurvive; and am I fond of Life, 

Who ſcarce can think it poſſible, I live? 

Alive by Miracle or, what is next, 

Alive by Mead ! If I am ſtill alive, 

Who long have bury'd What gives Life to live, 

Firmneſs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought. 

Life's Lee is not more ſhallow, than impure, 

And vapid ; Senſe, and Reaſon ſhow the Door, 

Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duſt, 
3 „„ O thou 


K „2 „ wo ft ..,4 + 


Pau 


. r 


or, Night-Thoudhts,” &c. 89 


O chou great Arbiter of Life and Death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun!!! 
Whoſe all- proliſic Beam, late call'd me forth 
From Darkneſs, teeming Darknefs, where I lay i 
The Worms inferior, and, in Rank, beneath- - - b: 4 4 
The Duſt I tread on, high to bear my Rib, foil 
To drink the Spitit of the golden Day, 

And triumph in Exiſtence 3 and could'ſt know 
No Motive, but my Blifs 5 and haſt ordairꝰd 
A Riſe in Bleſſing! with the Pairiarch's Joy, 

Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown; 

J truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt 
Or Life, or Death, is equal ; neither weighs, 
All Weight in this O let me live to Thee! 
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Tho' Nature's Terrors, thus, may he repreſt 3 


Still frowns grim Death; Guilt points the Tyrant's Spear. 14 
And whence all human Guile? from Death forgor. 11. 
Ah me ! too long I fer at nought the warm 4 
Of friendly Warnings, which around me fler, | 0 | 
And ſmiPd unſmitten: Small my Cauſe to ſmile | A 
Death's Admonitions, like Shafts upwards fliot, 1.170 
More dreadful by Delay, the longer ere 7 


They ſtrixe our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound. 

O think how deep, Lorenzo] here it ſtings ; 

Who can appeaſe its Anguiſn? how it burns? 

1 $355 | What 
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What Hand the barb'd, envenom'd, Thought can draw? 
What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace? 


And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb ? 


With Joy,—with Grief, that healing Hand I ſee ; 


Ah! too conſpicuous ! It is fix'd on high. + 


On high? What means my Frenzy? I blaſpheme 


Alas! how low ? how far beneath the Skies ? 


The Skies it form'd; and now it bleeds for me 
But bleeds the Balm I want—yet ſtill it Sed; 
Draw the dire Steel—Ah no !—the dreadful Bleſſing 
What Heart, or can ſuſtain ? or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human Hope: That Nail ſupports 
Our falling Univerſe : That gone, we drop; 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal Wiſh . 


Creation had been ſmother'd in her Birth 


Darkneſs His Curtain, and His Bed the Duſt ; 
When Stars and Sun are Duſt beneath his Throne'! 
In Heaven itſelf can ſuch Indulgence dwell ? 

O what a Groan was there ? A Groan not His, 


He ſeiz d our dreadful Right, the Load ſuſtain'd; 


And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World. 
A thouſand Worlds ſo bought, were bought too deav. 
Senſations new, in Angels Boſoms riſe 


Suſpend their Song; and make a Pauſe in Bliſs. 


O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme « 
Inſpire me, Night ! with all thy tuneful Spheres inſpire ; 


Whilſt 1 with Seraphs ſhare ſeraphic Themes, 

And ſhow to Men, the Dignity of Man; 

Leſt I blaſpheme my Subject with my Song. 

Shall Pagan Pages glow celeſtial Flame, 

And Chriſtian languiſh? On our Hearts, not Heads, 
Falls the foul Infamy: my Heart ! awake, 
What can awake thee, unawak*dby:hzs, 

* Expended Deity on human 'Weal? © - 
Feel the great Truths, which burſt the tenfold Night 
Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 

Of endleſs Day : To feel, in to be fired, Su, 

And to believe, Lorenzo! is to 27 a 


RI 3 0 Ui 


Thou moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous Reer 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond'rous Love! 
That arms, with Awe more awful, thy den | 
And foul Tranſgrefliot! dips in fevenfold Night. 

How our Hearts tremble at thy Lobe immenſe? | 


In Love immenſe, inviolably' F t vas 5 þ 


Thou, rather than thy Juſtice Thou'd de sta d, 1 


Didſt ſtain the Croſs; and Work of Wonders, = 2E 


The greateſt, that thy Deareſt far, e bleed. 
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Bold Thought! thall 1 dare ſpenk it? or mma, 
Shou'd Man more execrate, or Boaſt, the Gut, 


Which rouz'd ſuch Vengeance? which ſuch Love infam'd? 
O'er Guilt, (how mountainous ?) with outitretcht Arms, 


Stern 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. gr 4 
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Stern Juſtice, and foft-fmiling Love embrace, 
Supporting, in full Majeſty, thy Throne, 
When ſeem'd its Majeſty to need Support, 
Or That, or Man inevitably loſt ? 

What, but the Fathomleſs of Thought divine, 
Cou'd labour fuch Expedient from Deſpair, 


And reſcue both? Both reſcue! Both exalt ! 


O how are both exalted by the Deed 2? 
The wond'rous Decd ! or ſhall I call it more ? 
A Wonder in Omnipotence itfelf ! 


A Myſtery, no leſs to Gods than Men! 


Not, thus, our Infidels th' Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, 
Full-Orb'd, in his whole Round of Rays compleat 1 
They ſet at odds Heaven's jarring Attributes; 
And, with one Excellence, another wound; _ 
Maim Heaven's Perfection, break its equal Beams, 
Bid Mercy triumph over God himſelt, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious Praiſe: 
A God All Mercy, is a God unjuſt. 


Ye brainleſs Wits! ye baptiz'd Infidels! 
Ye worſe for mending! waſh'd to fouler Stains ! 
The Ranſom was paid down; the Fund of Heaven, 


Heaven's inexhauſtible, exhauſted Fund, 


Amazing, and amaz d, pour'd forth the Price, 


All 


0, Night-Thoughts, Se. 9 j 


All Price beyond: Tho? curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty Sum: 
Its Value vaſt ungraſpt by Minds Create, 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 


And was the Ranſom paid ? It was : and paid 
(What can exalt the Bounty more ;) for Tun. 
The Sun beheld it No, the ſhocking Scene 
Drove back his Chariot? Midnight veil'd his Face 3 
Not ſuch as This; not ſuch'as Nature makes; 
A Midnight, Nature ſhudder'd to behold ; - 
A Midnight new |! a dread Eclipſe (without | 
Oppoſing Spheres) from her Creator's Frown l 
Sun ! did'ſt thou fly thy Maker's Pain? or ſtart 
At that enormous Load of human Guilt, 
Which bow'd his bleſſed head; &erwhelm'dhis' Croſs ; 
Made groan the Center, burſt Earth's marble Womb, 
With Pangs, flrange Pangs'! 'deliver'd of her Dead: 
Hell howl'd; and Heav'n that Hour let fall a Tear s 
Heav'n wept, that Men might ſmile! Heav'n bled, 
Might never diel—— that Man 


And is Devotion Virtue ? *Tis compelPd ; 
What Heart of Stone, but glows at Thoughts like Theſe? 
Such Contemplations mount us; and ſhou'd mount 
The Mind ſtill higher; nor ever glance on Man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd.— Where rowl my Thoughts 
too) | To 
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To reſt, from Wonders? Other Wonders riſe, 

And ſtrike where-&er they roll: My Soul is caught: 
Heav*n's ſovereign Bleſſings cluſt'ring from the Croſs, 
Ruſh on her, in a Throng, and cloſe her round, 
The Priſoner of Amaze !—In His bleſt Lye, 

I fee the Path, and in his Death, the Price, 

And in his great Aſcent, the Proof Supreme 

Of Immortality.—And did he riſe ? 

Hear, O ye Nations! hear it, O ye Dead! 

He roſe! he roſe ! he burſt the Bars of Death. 

Lift up your Heads, ye everlaſting Gates! 

And give the King of Glory to come in: 

Who is the King of Glory? He who left | 
His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Death: 715 
Lift up your Heads, ye eyerlaſting Gates! 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory? He who ſlew 

The ravenous Foe, that gorg'd all human Race! 
The King of Glory,, He, whoſe Glory fill'd 
Heaven with Amazement at his Love to Man 

And with Divine Complacency beheld 

Powers molt illumin Ge: wiker'd i in the Theme. 


4216 1191 Mic 


The Theme, the 3 how then ſhall Man ſuſtain ? 
Oh the burſt Gates! cruſh'd Sting! demoliſh'd Throne! 
Laſt Gaſpl of vanquiſh'd Death. Shout Earth and Heaven 
This Sum of Good, to Man: Whoſe Nature, then, 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Cc. 95 


Took Wing, and mounted with Him from the Tomb? 
Then, then, I roſe ; then firſt Humanity 
Triumphant paſt the Cryſtal Ports of Light, 
Stupendous Gueſt!) and ſeiz*d"eternal Youth, 

Seiz'd in our Name. E'er ſince, tis blaſphemous 
To call Man mortal. Man's Mortality 

Was, then, transfer d to Death; and Heaven Duration 
Unalienably ſeal'd to this frail Frame, 

This Child of Duſt, —Man, all- immortal! Hail; 
Hail, Heaven! all- laviſn of ſtrange Gifts to Man ! 
Thine all the Glory ; Man's the boundleſs Bliſs, 


Where am I rapt by this triumphant Theme, 
On Chriſtian Joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian Mount ?—Alas, imall Cauſe for Joy? 
What if to Pain, immortal? If Extent 
Of Being, to preclude a Cloſe of Woe ? 

Where, then, my boaſt of Immortality ? 

I boaſt it ſtill, tho? cover*d o'er with Guilt ; 

For Guilt, not Innocence, His Life He pour'd 

*Tis Guilt alone can juſtify his Death; 

Nor that, unleſs His Death can juſtify 

Relenting Guilt.in Heaven's indulgent Sight. 

If ſick of Folly, I relent; He writes | 

My Name in Heaven, with that inverted Spear 

(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood) which pierc'd his Side, 
And open'd there a Font for all Mankind 


Whe 
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This, only this ſubdues the Fear ef Darth. Mo 
wh e ear}, wi, Ane 

: And 0 is Tit? Survey the end rous s Cure 2 
And at teach Steps let higher Wonder riſe ! 8 
4 Pardon for inſimite Offence + and Ren Ned ad Wit 
- «© Thro' Means, that: ſpeak its Value inſinite! Firf 
« A Pardon bought with Blood I with Blood Divine! Thu 
Wich Blood Divine of Him, I malle my For 1 © Is 
Perſiſtell to provoke't tho woe d, and awd, The 
ce Bleſt, and ehaſtinꝰ dq a flagrant Rebel ſtill Y! Oh 
«© A Rebel midſt the Thunders of his Throne ! Sha! 
Nor I alone! A Reba Udivedſe 1 ! Em 
My Species up in Arnis not One exempt! Fart 
Vet. for the fobleſt of tie Foul, He dies. Ren 
< Moſt joy d, for the Retcleem d from deepeſt Gullt As 
« As if our Race was held of hüighieſt Rank Like 
« And Godhead deaver, a, more kind * Man 6 The 
1 1 ENT by *. N 10 5 f Reti 
Bound every Ieart ! and encyBſon boa 1 | Tho 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here! | Thy 


Its loweſt Round, high-planted on the Skies ; 
Its tow ring Summit doſt beyond the Thought +1 T 


Of Man or Angel: On that I could climb | Back 
The wonderful Aſoent, with equal Praiſe Wh 

: Praiſe! flow for evet;((if Aſtonifhment | The 

Will give thee Leave) my Praiſe! for ever flow; Tho 
G N Praiſe 


or, Hight-Thotghts; Ge. 97. 


Praiſe Ardent, Cordial, Conſtant, to High Heaven 
More fragrant, than Arabia ſacrific d; | Þ 
And all her ach n in a — 


So dear, ſo due to ee ſhall Praiſe deſcend | 
With her ſoft Plume, (from plauſive Angels wing 
Firſt pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 
Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great? 

Is Praiſe the Perquiſite of every Paw, 

Tho? black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold J 
Oh love of Gold ! thou meaneſt of Amours ! 

Shall Praiſe her Odours waſte, on Virtus dead, 
Embalm the Baſe, perfume the Stench of Guilt, ' 
Earn dirty Bread, by waſhing Zthiops fair, 
Removing Filth, or ſinking it from fight; 
A Scavenger in Scenes, where vacant Paſts, | 

Like Gibbets yet untenanted, expect 1 
Their future Ornaments? From Courts and Thiones, F 
Return, apoſtate Praiſe! Thou Vagabond !' ; 
Thou Proſtitute! to thy firſt Love return, 


Lg — * 


Thy firſt, thy greateſt,” once, unrwall'd Theme. 


There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 
Back to thy Fountain; to that parent Power, 
Who gives the Tongue to ſound, the Thought to = 
The Soul to Be. Men homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful Eye they ee A 
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In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 


Of Guilt to Guilt, and turn their Backs on Thee, 


Great Sire! whom Threnes egleſtial ceaſclebs ſing; 


To proſtrate Angels, an amazing Scene! 


Oh the Preſumption, of Man's Awe for Man]! 


Man's Author! End! Reſtorer! Law! and Judge! 
Thine, All z Pay chine, and tune this gloom of Night, 
With all her Wealth, wh, all her radiant; Worlds: 
What, Heaven's meridian Glory, but Thy Smile? 
And ſhall not uaiſe be Thine ? not Human Praiſe? 


While Hearse high Hoſt on Hallalujabs live? 
450 88,5049 1: Nis 21 Wil S520 $4441! Xs et 


Oh may 1 breath. 0 longer, than en (3.4 


My Soul in praiſe ta hm. ho gave my St 
And all her Infinite: of. Nuoſpect fart - in oh one) 


Cut thro? the Shades of Hell, great\-Love!, pre | 


Oh moſt adorable! moſt unador'd | 


Where ſhall that Praiſe begin, wee ſhaded? 
Where'er:& tn, what Claim en all Applaus? 


How is Night's fabia Mantle labour d o er, 
How 1 nh Attributes divine ? 


Love:? Thi midnight Pomp, 
This gane endes; Worlds inlay d? 
Built with divine Ambition]! nought to L hee 
For Others this Freſuſion: Thou, apart. 
Above, Beyond i Oh tell me, mighty Mind! 


| Where art thou? ſhall I dive into the Deep? 


Or, Night- Th 9 ug ches „Ec. 99 


Call to the Sun, or aſk the roaring Vi 1 4 1 
For their Creator? ſhall I queſtion ſou eg 1 
The Thunder, if in chat᷑ th' Almighty dwells ? 4 


Or holds He furious Seyrms in ſtreighten'd Reins, 
And bids Wes mann whos jy ih Carr? 


eee Queſtions dla I 8 bit 
My proſtrate Soul'adores the pre ſent God: 1 
Praiſe I a diſtant Deity ? He tunes A 
My Voice: (if/ran'd). the Nerue, that writes, ſuſtains ; bl 


Wrap'd in his Being, I reſound his Praiſe: 
But tho* paſt Ai diffus d without a Shore, 
His Eſſence; local is His Throne, (as meet) 
To gather the Diſperſt (ay Standards call 
The Liſted from afür) to f a Pint. 
A central Point, colledtive-of d S8 1 
Since finite, er' ry Nature, bat bis o. da, 0144-550 
IDTGhtos Hom dns Shows ff 
The namelefs — 4s:Nomr/'s Births) 
And Nature s Shields ther Shadow of his Hand;, 
Her Diſſolution, his ſuſpended Smile! 
The great Firſt-Lajt fipatilion'd eee 
In Darkneſ, from exdeſſtue Splendor horn, 
By Gods unſeen, unleſs, tchro' Luſtre loſt :. 
His Glory, to created Glory, brigñ tr.... 
As that to central Horrors; He looks down 
On All that ſoars; and ſpans Immenſit yy. 8 
H 2 Tho 


0.5 


"Itty ' 
1115 1 
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. -» 2 m a 
OT: 3191 203 26-7; VN 4.5 


Tho? Night LLP FO Gifolds to view, 
Boundleſs Creation! What art thou? a ume 
A meer Effluvium of his Majeſty: ?: 
And ſhall an Atom of this Atom- World, 
Mutter in Duſt and Sin, the Theme of — ? 
Down to the Center ſhou'd I fend my Thought, 
Thro' Beds of ꝑlittering Ore, and glowing Gems, 
Their beggar d Blaze wants Luſtre for my Lay; 
Goes out in Darkneſs: If, on tow'ring Wing, 
I ſend it thro? the boundleſs Vault of Stats; 3 
The Stars, tho ich; what Drofs their Gold to Thee, 
Great! Good Wiſe ! Wonderful! — 
If to thoſe conſtibur Stars tliy Thifone-around, © 
Praiſe ever- pouring, amd imbibing Biss, 
And aſk their Strain ; They wünt it, more they want; 
Poor, their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Etiergy, their Ardour cold, 
Indebtedd RA,” their tigheft Rapture burns; 
Short of irg Mark, PDefective, tho“ Divine. | 

Img: 2063 work N 411 

Still mord This Theme is Man's, * Mar” $ alone; 
Their valt; Appointments reach i it not; They fees: 
On Earth'#Bowity;"not-indulg'd' on high; 
And downward loo fort Heaven's ſuperior Praiſe 1 l 
Firſt· born af Ather! high in Fields of Light! 
View Man, to. ſee the Glory of your Gd! 


C ou'd 


9 


d 


Or, Aight-Thoughts; © 101 


ou'd Angels envy, they had eyed here; 
5 ſome did envy; and the reſt,” tho? Gods, 
Yet ſtil] Gods anredeem d, (there triumphs Man, 
Tempted to. weigh the Duſt againſt the Skies). 
They leſs wou'd feel, tho more adorn, my Theme. 
They ſung Creation, (for in that they 0 14 
How roſe in Melody, the Child of Love 
Creations great Superior, Man! is thine ; 113 
Thine is Redemption They juſt gave the Key, 
Tis thine to raiſe, and eternize, the Song 5 
Tho' human, yet divine; for ſhou'd not #his . 
Raiſe Man o' er Man, and kindle. Seraphs.. here : 2 
Redemption twas. Creation more Sublime; 
Redemption das the Labour of the skies z 45 85 
Far more than Labour It was. Death in Heayen. 
A Truth fo ſtrange l. twere bold. to think ie true; 
lf not fanbeldar Wie deere, e EO A 

ide 1947 Sina Sandirgds ag. 

Here —_— endet Was there DeathinHcavent 
What then on Earth? On Earth which ſtrucl the Blow ? 
Who ſtruck it? Who ? howiis Manyenlarg d. 
Seen thro' this Medium? How the Pigmy tow'rs? 1 
How countetpois d his Origin from ut? 
ow counterpois'd, to Duſt his ſad Return 
How voided his vaſt Diſtance from the Skies ? 18 
How neat he preſſes on the Seraph's Wing? 
Which is the Seraph? Which the Bom of Clay? 
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How This demonſtrates, thro' the thickeſt Cloyd 
Of Guilt, and Clay condenſt, the Son of Heaven? 
The double Son; the Made, and the Re- made; 
And ſhall Heaven's double Property be loſt? 
Man's double Madneſs only can deſtroy: 
To Man the bleeding Croſs has promis d all; 
The bleeding Croſs has ſworm eternal Grace: 
Who gave his Life, what Grace ſhall He deny? 
O ye! who from this Rook f Ages, lap 
Diſdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep!!! 
What cordial Joy, what een n 
Whatever Winds ariſe, or Billows rowl, 
Our Intereſt in the Maſter ot che Storm? 
Cling there, and in . an 
While vile Apoſtates e e ee er & 18611 
„ Dl asy eg A Dolo 
Man! Lacy thyſelf all WNiſdcin conte n ] 
To none Man ſeems ignoble, but to Man; H 
Angels that Grandeur, Men:a\erlook;: . * 
How long ſnhall Human Nature be Theit Book,ñů 
Degenerate Mortal! and unread by Thee? 
The Beam dim Reaſon fheds ſhoms Wonders There; 
What High Contents ? Illuſtrious Faculties? 
But the grand Comments, which diſplays at full 
Our human Height, ſcarce ſever'd from Divine, 
By Heaven compos' d, was publiſh'd on the Cros. 


Who 


Or, Night-Thodghts; &: 103 


Mevhan aH oem. dH 
Who ene heed e bade bac / 
An awful Stranger, Terreſttml God? ww 
A glorious Partner with the Deit : No NK 
In that high Attribute, itomottab Liſe bu rtf 
if a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a Worm: 
I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Sou 1 11 
Catches ſtrahge Fire, Eternity l. at chair „ 
And drops the Worid or rathar, more enjoys: 
How chang'd the Face of Nature ? ho.]- imp rOοÿ0 ? 
What ſeem'd a Chaos, ſtines a glorious Woetld. 
Or, what a Word, an. Eden; heightan'd allt 
It is another Scene l another Sf 
And ſtill another, > 2 Time rolls alongg 
And that a Self far mote illuſtriotis Alli ?: 
Beyond long Ages, yet roll'd up in Shades 
Unpierc'd by bod Conjectureꝰs Kere t Ra /r, 
What Evolutions of ſurpriziug Fate??? 
How Nature opens, ad reν eG D BY 3% a0 
In boundleſs Walks of rapturd Thoupht? Where Gat 
Encounter, and embrace me! MHaAt ne Births rf 
Of ſtrange ang Adventure; forbign ro to che Bun R. 
Where what now charma perhaps: whiter Ex iſtaʒ * 
Old Time, and fair Creation eg tee arty big 


r Tan FFI AW ado ial] Genel 55 
OLI ar re 
Extravagani Conception; to be juſt : 
H 4 | Con- 
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Conception unconfin'd wants Wing to reach him: A 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. O 
He, the great Father! kindlæd at one Flame | Se 
The World of Rationals; one Spirit pour'd - | 2 
From Spirits awful Fountam ; pour'd Himſelf t T 


Thro' all their Souls; but not in equal Stream, 
Profuſe, or frugal of th inſpiring Gd. 
As his wiſe Plan demanded:z and when paſt ＋. 


Their various Trials, in thein various e H 
If they continue rational, as made. 104049 Ne 
Reſorbs them all into Hürmſelf again; ws 15 Su 
Eis Throne ae and ius Smile their Crown. , E 
o & DD E lyoo Sit cihn + Sh 
Why Joubt we; then, the glorious Truth to fing, -. Re 
Tho? yet unſung; as:deems/d:-perhapmtob d? He 
Angels are Men of a ſuperiori Kind TI 
Angels are Men in Ighter Hahit/clad, % nt Sin 
High oer celeſtial Mountaitis wing d in Flight? Hi 
And Men are Angels, loatled fon an Hnur., Ar 
Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 


And ſlippery Siep, the Bottom of the Steep. .. | 
Angels their Failings,” Motzals have their Praiſe 3 | ' | Da 
While Here of Cotps Etherial, ſuch enroll d. Ar 


And ſummon d to the Glorious Standard ſoon, ..' Cli 
Which flames cternal Crimſon thro? the Skies. Sar 
Nor are our Broetbert thoughtleſs of their Kin, Hi 


Yet abſent; but not abſent from their Love. > As 
| Mic bac | 


or, Night-Thoughts, Go. 10x 


Michacl has fought our Battles; Raphael ſung 
Our Triumphs ; Gabriel on dur Errands flowẽn; 
Sent by the Sovereign: And are cheſe, Q Man! 
Thy Friends, thy warm Allies ? and Thou 2 
The W r * ay bes rr N er 
e $ Alles | Delciding; fm che Skies 
To vretched Man; the Goddeſs in her Left 
Holds out rhig World, and in her Right, the waxeh7 
Religion ! the ſole Voucher Man is Mann: 
Supporter ſole. of Man above humfelf: 31 151 41th # 
Even in this Night: of Fraiky, Change, and-Deathy / 
She gives the Soul a Soul that acts a God. 
Religion! Providence! an After State! ?! 
Here is firm Footing ; here is ſohd Roclt 1 151 
This can ſupport us ; all s Sea beſidesk 
Sinks under us z\beſtorims} and then dend ese. 
His Hand the good lan faſtans &h the Skias, 
And bids Barti rowl; nor feels her idle WW his 5 
1 dim denilo bn Te vie cid: Shew oN 
As when a Wretch, com thick, ꝓcilluted r, 
Darkneſs, and Stench, ande ſuffocating Damps, 
And Dungeon Horrors, by ind Fate, diſeharg d. 
Climbs ſome fair Eminence, here Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and: Elyſian Proſpects riſe, 
lis Heart exults, his Spirits caſt their Load, 5c 
As if new- born, he triumphs in the Change: 
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So joys the Soul, I from robe Aims, 
And ſordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
Of Ties terreſtrial, ſet at lage, ſne mounts 
P. Reaſon's Region, her oẽn Element, 
Breaths Hopes immortal, and affects the Skies. 


Religion! thou the Soul of Happineſs, -- 
And groaning Calvary; of thee l There ſhine 
The nobleſt Vruths4 there ſtrongeſt pada __ 
There, ſacred Violence aſſaults the Sul; 
There, nothing but Compulſton is forborn. 
Can Love allute'us ?' or can Terrot e 
He weeps the falling Drop puts out the Sun; 


He ſighs the Sigh Earth's — Takes. a 


If, in his Love, fo terrible, What then 

His Wrath inflam'd ? his Tenderneſs en Fire 7 

Like ſoft, ſmooth Oyl, dutblazing otlier Fires? 

Can Prayer, can Praiſe avett it . Thu, my A 
My Theme | my Inſpiration 1' and my Crown! 
My Strength in Age! my Riſe in low Eſtate ! 

My Soul's Atrhitibn, Pleaſure, Wente! — my World 
My Light in Dafkneſs , and my Liſe in Death! 
My Boaſt thro Tine P BfR thro' Eternity!!! 
Eternity, tao fhort to ſprale thy Praiſee 

Or fathom thy Prefbund of Love to Man!? 

To Man of Menithe meaueſt, even to me; 


2 Sacrifice! my God !-—what things are Theſe 
What 


i — — FO OY ASDH)> On ww . fy © w.KHS1' 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, 8e. 167 


What then art Thou? by what Name (hall I call Thee ? 
Knew I the Name devout:Arch-angels-uſe,.. 
Devout Arch-angels ſnou d the Name enjoy, 

By me unrival'd&; Thouſands ſublime, 15 i 
None half fo dear, as that, which tho unſpoke, - ' 
Still glows at Heart; O ho] Omnipotence 

Is loſt in Love? Thou great Philauthropift t! 
Father of Angels ! but che Friend of Man? 
Thou, who didſt ſave him ſnatch the ſmoaking Brand 
From out the Flames, and quench it in thy Blood! 
How art Thou pleas: d, by Bounty to diſtreſs ! 

Too big for Birth ? to favour, and confound 5: - 

To challenge, and to diſtance, all Return? 

Of laviſh Love ſtupendeus Heights to ſoar, 

And leave Praiſe, panting in che diſtant Vale? 
Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of, Thy Due 3 
And cacrilegious.our fublumeſt, Sang, i, ni Arne E 467 
But ſince the naked ill obtains — * 
Beneath this Monument of Praiſe ung,, | 
And future Life ſymphonious/to — Mot 
(That nobleſt Hymn to Heaven ). for ever ye 
Intomb'd my Fear of Dent andi every Fear, 15 750 
The Dread of every Evil, hut thy From mn 
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* Whom ſee I yonder, ſo demurely ſmile ? 
Laughter a Labour, and ey SF * 
Ye Quietiſts, in Homage to the Skies! 
Serene! of ſoft, Addreſs! who mill cake 

An unobtruſive Tender of your Hearts, 

Abhorrmg Violence | who halt indeed 

But for the Bleſſing, wrefHe not with Heaven! 
Think you my Song, too turbulent ? too warm? 

Are Paſſions, then, the Pagans of 2 2. 
| Reaſon alone baptia d alone erdain d 

To touch Things facred l. Oh for warmer - Aill! 

Guilt chills my Zeal, and Age benumbs my.Pow'rs; 
Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song! 

Thou, my much injur d Theme | with that ſoft Eye 
Which melted o'er doomꝰd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the Coldneſz of my Breaſt: 
And Pardon to the, Winter io my Ss. 0 

Oh ye cold. beard, bers Formatifs 1 "ROY 

On ſuch a Theme, ils impious to be calm; 

Paſtion is Reaſon, Tranſport, Temper here; | 
Shall Heaven which gave us Ardoyr, and has ſhewn - 
Her own for Man 10 ſtrongly, not diſdain 
What ſmooth Emolllents in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy Doctors preach, 
That Proſe of Piety, a lukewarm Praiſe ? 


Riſe 


R 
D 
Bt 
1 
E 


Ss) 


v> = hand 


or, Night-Thounhts, Gr. 0g 


Riſe Odours ſweet from Incenſe uninflam'd? 

Devotion, when luke warm, is undevour ; 

But when it glows, its Heat is ſtruck to Heaven; 

To human Hearts her golden Harps are ſtrung; 

Hi gh Heaven's Fan 1.2 Amen 90 Man. 
Hear I, or Wein as Their diſtant Strain, 

Sweet to the Soul, and taftibg throng: of Heaven, 

Soft-wafted onceleftial Phy's Plume, 

Thro' the vaſt Spates'vf the Univerſe,” ? 

To chear me, ih this melancholy Clem? 

Oh when will Death, (now ſtingleſs) Ike a Friend, 

Admit me — ay + Oh when will Death, 

This moulePrinig, ol a, Pattition-Wall throw down, 


Give Beings, one in Mite” one Abode ? 
Oh Death divitie ! thät gives us to the Skies. 


Great Future Bloriclis Patton of the Paſt, © 

And Preſent ! when ſhall I thy Shrine doe! ? 
From Nature's Coutinont, immenſely y wide, 
Immenſely bleſt, this little" He of. Life, JO nol 

This dark, incarcerating Clan, _— 
Divides us. Happy Day F that breaks our Dy 5 
That manumits; that calls from Exile. home 
That leads to Nature's great Metropolis, , See 
And re- admits us, thro” the guardian Hand 
Of elder Brothers, to our Fathers Throne; 
Who hears our Advocate, and thro* his Wounds 


Beholding, 


5 3 


ue „ 
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Beholding Man; allows that tender Name. 
*Tis this makes Chriftran Triumph, à Command: 


"Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wiſe; 


»Tis 1 . in a 1 wt. to nw n 

Seeſt "I Lohse h ehe kak ar our Hope ? 
Touch'd by the Croſs'we live ; or, mort than die; 
That Touch which touch*d not Angels; more divine 
Than that, which touch d Confuſion'into Form, 
And Darkneſs into Glory; abi T auch PF: 
Ineffably pre- eminent Regard! 
Sacred to Man, and Soveteign thre? the Whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles,” which Lane 
From Heaven thro alk Duration, and ſu 4 
In one illuſtrious, and amazing Plan, 
Thy Welfare, Naturt ! und — Hetnbey- * 
That Touch, with charm celeftial, heals the Soul 


| Diſcas'd, drives Pain from Guile; lights Life Death, 


Turns Earth to Heaven, to heavenly Thrones transforms 
The _ 8 the Se ag Uf | 


110 


Do'ft . when ? ia He who dy'd returns? 
Returns, how chang'd ?-where then the man of Woe ? 
In Glory's terrors all the Godhead burns; | 
And all his Courts exhauſted by the Tide 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 
Leave a ſtupendous Solitude in Heaven; . 
Repleniſht 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Sc. 111 


Repleniſht ſoon ;, repleniſht with encreaſe 
Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new Wannen the Tomb. 


Is this by Freak A remote ? and riſe. 
Dark Doubts between the Promiſe, and Event? 
1 ſend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure; 
Read Nature; Nature is a, Friend to Truth; 
Nature is Chriſtian, . preaches to Mankind; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our Creed. 
Haſt thou ne'er ſeen the Camet's flaming Flight? 
Th' illuſtrious Stranger paſſing, Terrar ſheds . 
On gazing Nations; from his Gery, Train 
Of length enormous 3 takes n bt. 
Thro* Depths of Ether coaſts. unnumber'd Worlds, 
Of more than ſolar Glory; dquhles wide 
Heaven's mighty Cape, and then. reviſics . 
From the long Travel of a thouſand. I cars. 
Thus, at the deſtia d. Petiod. Hall gruen 
He, once on Earth, who. bids the Comer blaze +: — 
And with Him all our Triumph o'er the Tomb, V2 


C % WI NSH e Sm ds 32 
Nature is aa on. „ issen lens 
Or Hope precarious in lo Whiſhen breaths : 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtinft'; even Aadders hear, 
But turn, and dart into the Dark. again. 


Faith 
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Faith builds a Bridge acroſs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot ſliun, 
And lands Thought ſmoothly on the farther Shore, - 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes; 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 
*Tis Faith diſarms Deſtruction; and abſolves - 
From every clamoroiis Charge, the guiltleſs Tomb. 


Why diſbelieve? Lorenzo Reaſon bids, 

& All-ſacred Reaſon.“ Hold her ſacred till ; 
Nor ſhalt Thou want a Rival in thy Flame: 
All- ſacred Reaſon! Source; and Soul, of all 
Demanding Praiſe, on Earth, or Earth above 
My Heart is Thine: Deep in its inmoſt Folds, 
Live Thou with Life; live dearer of the Two. 
Wear I the bleſſed Croſs, by Fortune Stampt 
On paihve Nature, before Thought was born? 
My Birth's blind Bigot ! fir'd with lacal Zeal ! 
No; Reaſon rebaptiz d me when adult; 
Weigh'd True and Falſe in her impartial Scale; 
My Heart became the Convert of my Head; | 
And made that Choice, which once was but my Fate. 
On Argument alone my Faith is built: 

Reaſon purſu'd is Faith ; and unpurſu'd 
Where Proof invites; tis Reaſon, then, no more: 
And ſuch our Proof, that, or our Faith is right, 
Or 


or, Night-Thoughts, S. 1173 


Or Reaſon lies, and, Heaven defign'd it wrong: 
Abſolve we This? What, then, is Meme ? 


Fond as we are, * 1 any of. Fo e | 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our F iſt Regard, T 
The Mother honour'd, as the Daughter dear; 
Reaſon the Root, fair faith: 18. but the Flow'r 0 
The fading Flower ſhall die; But Reaſpn lives 
Immortal, as her Father, im the Skies. e 
When Faith is Virtue, Reaſon, makes 1540. 104433 
Wrong not the Chriſtian, think not Reaſon ycurs; 
'Tis Reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; 

'Tis Reaſon's injur'd; Rights His Wrath 7 elents; e 
"Tis Rea ſon's Voice obey di His Glories, crown 3 F FMB 
To give loſt Reaſon, Life, He pour'd his ow n: 
Believe, and ſuow the Reaſon of 4 Man; 

Believe, and taſte the Nleaſure ot a God; 

Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomb: 

Thro' Reaſon*'s Wounds alone, thy Faith can die; 
Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, , 
And dips in Venom his ar mortal Sus. 


4 
= 
AS : 


Learn hence what CES whit loud. Pram a. 
To thoſe, who puſh our Antidote aſide 5. 4 
Thoſe boaſted Friends to Reaſon, and to Man, 1 
Whoſe fatal Love ſtabs every Joy, and leaves 5 
Death's Terror heighten'd gnawing on his Heart. 

1 Theſe 
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Theſe pompous Sons of Reaſon Idoliz'd, 

And Vilify'd at once; of Reaſon dead, 

Then Deify'd, as Monarchs were of old, 

What Conduct plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 
While Love of Truth thro? all their Camp reſounds, 
They draw Pride's Curtain o'er the Noon-tide Ray, 
Spike up their Inch of Reaſon, on the Point 
Of Philoſophic Wit, calbd Argument, 

And then exulting in their Taper, cry, 

*« Behold the Sun:“ And Indian- like, adore. 


Talk they of Morals ? O thou bleeding Love 
Thou Maker of new Morals to Mankind! 
The grand Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wiſe as Socrates, if ſuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that ſublime Renown). 
As wiſe as Socrates, might juſtly ſtand i 
The Definition of a modern Fool. 


Cbriſtiun is the higheſt Stile of Man. 
And is there, who the bleſſed Croſs wipes off 
As a foul Blot, from his diſhonour*d Brow ? 
If Angels tremble, tis at ſuch a Sight : 


The Wretch they quit, deſponding of their Charge, 


More ſtruck. with Grief or Wonder, who can tell? 


Or, Night-Thoyghts, Sc. 2115 


Ve ſold to Senſe ! ye Citizens of Earth! 
{For ſuch alone the Chriſtian Banner fly) ; 
Know ye how wiſe your Choice, how great your Gain? 
| Behold the Picture of Earth's happieſt Mag 
« He calls his Wiſh, it comes ; he ſends it back, 
* And ſays, he call'd another; That arrives, 
« Meets the-ſame Welcome; yet he ſtill calls on; 
« Till One calls him, who varies not his Call, 
« But holds Him faſt, in Chains of Darkneſs bound, 
&*© Till Nature dies, and Judgment ſets Him free; 
« A Freedom, far leſs welcome than his Chain.” 


But grant Man Happy; grant him Happy long 

Add to Life's higheſt Prize her lateſt Hour ; 
That Hour ſo late, is nimble in Approach, 
That, like a Poſt, comes on in full Career; 
How ſwift the Shuttle flies, that weaves thy Shrowd ? 
Where is the Fable of thy former Years ? 
Thrown down the Gulph of Time ; as far from Thee 
| As they had ne'er been Thine ; the Day in Hand, 
Like a Bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going; 
Scarce now poſſeſs'd, ſo ſuddenly *tis gone; 
And each ſwift Moment fled, is Death advanc'd 
By Strides as ſwift : Eternity is All; 
And whoſe Eternity? Who triumphs there? 
Rathipg for ever in the Font of Blifs ! 

| I 2 For 
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For ever baſking in the Deity ! 
Lorenzo! who? —Thy Conſcience ſhall 41 


O give it Leave to ſpeak ; *twill ſpeak ere long, 
Thy Leave unaſkt : Lorenzo! hear it now, 
While uſeful its Advice, its Accent mild. 

By the great Edict, by divine Decree, = 

Truth is depoſited with Man's laft Hour; 

An honeſt Hour, and faithful to her Truſt. 

Truth, eldeſt Dauglter of the Deity ; 

Truth, of his Council, when he made the Worlds, 
Nor leſs, when he ſhall judge the Worlds he made; 
Tho! filent long, and ſleeping ne'er fo ſound, 
Smother'd with Errors, and oppreſt with Toys, 
That Heaven-commiſſion'd Hour no ſooner calls, 
But from her Cavern in the Soul's Abyſs, + 

Like Him they fable under #tna whelm'd, 

The Goddeſs burſts in Thunder, and in Flame ; 

- Loudly convinces, and ſeverely pains. 

Dark Demons I diſcharge, and Hydra-ſtings, 

The keen Vibrations of bright Truth—is Hell: 

Juſt Definition! tho* by Schools untaught. 

Ye Deaf to Truth! peruſe this parſon'd Page, 

And truſt, for once, a Prophet, and a Prieſt, 

« Men may live Fools, but Fools they cannot die.“ 


The END of the FOURTH NIGHT. 
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ORENZO!. to recriminate is Juſt. 2 
} Fondneſs for Fame is Avarice of Air: 

I grant theMan js vain, who writes for Praiſe. 
Fraje no * eber OG who ſought no 


As juſt. thy FADE od any 1 * ** Maſe: 
Has often bluſhr at her degenerate Sons. 
Retain'd by Senſe to plead her filthy: Cauſm 
To raiſe the Low, ta magnify the Mean, | 
And ſubtilize the Groſs'into Refin d. 4 
As if to magick Numbers powerful Charm. 

Twas given, to make a Civet of their Song 
Obſcene, and ſweeten Ordure to Perfume. 
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Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the Brute, 
And lifts our Swine-enjoyments from the Mire, - . 


The Fact notorious, nor A the Cape. | 
We wear the Chains of Pleaſure, and of Pride ;- 
Theſe ſhare the Man; and theſe diſtract him too; 
Draw different Ways, and claſh in their Commands. 
Pride, like an Eagle, builds among the Stars; 
But Pleaſure, Lark- like, neſts upon the Ground. 
Joys fhar'J by Bfute-Crcation, Pride reſents; 
Bleaſure embraces: Man would bath enjoy, 
And both at once: A Point how hard to gain?! 
But what can't Wi, when flung 3 by ſrong Deſire ? : 


oy 3. „ 


— 


Wit dares attempt this arditous Enterprize. 


Since Joys of Senſe can't tile to Renſom's Taſte 3 

In ſubtle Sophiſtry's laborious Forge, | 

Mit hammers: dut a Reaſon Hiew; that ſtoops * 

To ſordid Scenes, and greets them with Applauſe. 

Wit calls the Graces the cliaſt Zone to looſe 1 

Nor leſs than 2 Plump God to fill the Bowl. 

A thouſand Phantoms, and à thouſand Spells, 

A thouſand Opiates ſcatters to delude, 

To faſcinate; inebriate, lay aſleep, 

And the foob'd Mind delightfully confound. 

Thus that which ſhock'd the Judgment, ſhocks no more z 

That which gave Pride Offence, no more offends. 
Pleaſure 
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Or, Night- Thoughts, Ge. 


Pleaſure and Pride, by Nature mortal Foes, 
At War eternal which in Man ſhall reign, 
By Wit's Addreſs, patch up a fatal Peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank Debauch, 
From rank, refin*d to delicate and gay. 
Art, curſed Aft! wipes off th* indebted Bluſh - 1 
From Nature's Cheek, and bronzes every Shame. 1 
Man ſmiles in Ruin, glories in his Guilt, 1 
And OP ſtands . for Praiſe. | 9 
All writ by 1 Man in favour of the Soul, 
Theſe ſenſual Ethicks far, in Bulk, tranſcend. 
The Flow'rs of Eloquence profuſely pour'd .Y 
O'er ſpotted Vice, fill half the letter'd World. = 
Can Pow'rs of Genius exerciſe their Page, | 4 
And cenſecrate Enormities with Song? 


But let not theſe inexpiable Strains 
Condemn the Muſe that knows her Dignity, 
Nor meanly ſtops at Time, but holds the World 
As *tis, in Nature's ample Field, a Point, 
A Point in her Eſteem; from whence to ſtart, 
And run the Round of univerſal Space, 
To viſit Being univerſal there, 
And Being's Source, that utmoſt Flight of Mind ! 
Yet ſpite of this ſo vaſt Circumference, * 
Well knows, but what is Moral, nought is Great. 
Sing 
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Sing Sirens only ? Do not Angels ſing? 

There is in Poeſy a decent Pride, 

Which well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks to Proſe, 
Her younger Siſter, haply, not more wiſe, 


Think'ſt thou, Lorenzo! to find Paſtimes here b 


No guilty Paſſion blown into a Flame, 
No Foible flatter' d, Dignity diſgrac'd, 
No fairy Field of Fiction all on Flower, 


No Rainbow Colours, Here, or ſilken Tale; 


But ſelemn Counſels, Images of awe, 

Truths, which Eternity lets fall on Man 

With double Weight, through theſe revolving Spheres, 
This Death-deep Silence, and incumbent Shade, 
Thoughts, ſuch as ſhall reviſit your laſt Hour; 

Viſit uncall'd, and live when Life expires; 

And thy dark Pencil, Midnight! darker ſtill 

In Melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 


Vet this, even tlus, my Laughter- loving Friends 


Lorenzo! and thy Brothers of the Smile 


If what imports you moſt, can moſt engage, 
Shall ſteal your Ear, and chain you to my Song. 
Or if you fail me, know, the Wiſe ſhall taſte 
The Truths I ſing; the Truths I ſing ſhall feel, 
And feeling give Aſſent, and their Aſſent 

Is ample Recompence, is more than Praiſe, 
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Or, Night-Thouphts, Se. 123 


But chiefly Thine, O Litchfeld : nor miſtake : ; 
Think not un-introduc'd I force my Way; 
Narciffa, not unknown, not unally'd, 

By Virtue, or by Blood, illuftrious Youth ! 

To thee, from blooming Amaranthing Bowers, 
Where all the Language Harmony, deſcends 
UncalFd, and aſks Admittance for the Muſe. 
A Muſe that will not pain thee with tliy Praiſe ; 
Thy Praiſe ſhe drops, by nher ftll inſpir'd. 


O Thou! Bleſt Spirit! whether, the Supreme, 
Great antemundane Father! in whoſe Breaſt 
Embrio-creation, unborn Being dwelt, 

And all its various Revolutions rowl'd 

Preſent, tho* future; Prior to themſelves ; 

Whoſe Breath can blow it into Nought again ; 

Or, from his Throne ſome delegated Pow'r, 

Who, ſtudious of our Peace, doſt turn the Thought 
From vain and vile, to ſolid and ſublime !. 

Unſeen thou lead'ſt me to delicious nen 7 

Of Inſpiration, from a purer Stream, 

And fuller of the God, than that which burſt + 

From fam*d Caſtalia; nor is yet allay d 

My ſacred Thirſt; though long my Soul has 0 7 
Through pleaſing Paths of Moral, and Divine, 
By thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by 'the Stars. 


By 
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By Them beſt hghted are the Paths of Thought ; 
Nights are their Days, their moſt illumin'd Hours. 
By Day, the Soul o'erborn by Life's Career, 
Stunn'd by the Din, and giddy with the Glare, 
Reels far from Reaſon, joſtled by the Throng. 

By Day the Soul is paſſive, all her Thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By Night from Objects free, from Paſſion cool, 


Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimpreſs'd, the Births 


Of pure Election, arbitrary range, 
Not to the Limits of one World confin'd , 
But from Etherial Travels light on Earth, 


% + „„ » 2 


Let 1 and - 24 Indians, fond 
Oi feather*d- Fopperies, the Sun adore :. 
Darkneſs has more Divinity for me; 


It ſtrikes Thought inward, it drives back the s Soul 


To ſettle on Herſelf, our Point ſupreme ! / 


There lies our Theatre; there fits our Judge. 


Darknefs the Curtain drops o'er Life's dull Scene; 
'Tis the kind Hand of Providence ſtretcht out 
*Ewixt Man and Vanity; *tis Neaſan's Reign, 
And Firtue's too; theſe Tutelary Shades 

Are Man's Ahlum from the tainted Throng. 


Night is the good Man's Friend, and Guardidi too ; 
It no leſs reſcues Virtue, than inſpires, 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 125 1 

382 

Virtue for ever Frail, as Fair, below, 1 4 | 
Her tender Nature ſuffers in the Croud, 1 | i 
Nor touches on the World, without a Stain i 
The World's infectious; few bring back at Eve a | 
Immaculate, the Manners of the Morn. | 1 


Something we thought, is blotted; we reſolv' d, 

Is ſhaken : we renounc'd, returns again. 

Each Salutation may lide in a Sin 

Unthought before, or fix a former Flaw: 

Nor is it ſtrange, Light, Motion, Conmconrſe, Noiſe, 
All, ſcatter us abroad ; Thought outward-bound 
Neglectful our Home-affairs, flies off 

In Fume and Diſſipation, quits her Charge, 

And leaves the Breaſt unguarded to the Foe. 


Preſent Example gets within our Guard, 
And acts with double Force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires Ambition ; Love of Gain 
Strikes, like a Peſtilence, from Breaſt to Breaſt ; 
Riot, Pride, Perfidy, blue Vapours breath ; 
And Inhumanity is caught from Man; 
From ſmiling Man. A flight, a ſingle Glance, 
And Shot at random, often has brought Home, 
A ſudden Fever, to the throbbing Heart, 
Of Envy, Rancour, or impure Defire. 
We lee, we hear with Peril; Safety dwells 

Remote 
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Remote from Multitude ; the World's a School 
Of Wrong, and what Proficients ſwarm around? 


We muſt or imitate, or diſapprove ; 


Muſt lift as their Accomplices, or Foes ; 

That ſtains our Innocence; This wounds our Peace. 
From Nature's Birth, hence, Wiſdom has been ſmit 
With ſweet Receſs, and-languiſht for the Shade. 


This ſacred Shade, and Solitude, what is it? 
Tis the felt Preſence of the Deity. 
Few are the Faults we flatter when alone, 
Vice ſinks in her Allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other Objects, black by Night. 
By Night an Atheiſt half- believes a God. 


Night is fair Virtueꝰs immemorial Friend z 
The conſcious Moon, through every diſtant Age, 
Has held a Lamp to Vidom, and let fall 
On Contemplatiox's Rye, her purging Ray. 

The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from Heav'n 
Philoſophy. the fair, to dwell with Men, 

And form their Marmers, not inflame their Pride, 
While o'er his Head, as fearful to moleſt | 
His lab'ring Mind,; the Stars in Silence ſlide, 
And ſeem all gazing! on their future Gueſt, 
Sce him ſolliciting his ardent Suit, 

In private audience : All the live-long night, 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 127 


Rigid in Thought, and motionleſs he ſtands, 

Nor quits his Theme, or Poſture, till the Sun 
(Rude Drunkard riſing Roſy from the Main !) 
Diſturbs his nobler intellectual Beam, \ 
And gives him to the Tumult of the World. 

Hail, precious Moments! ſtol'n from the black Waſte 
Of murder'd Time: Auſpicious Midnight ! Hail! 
The World excluded, every Paſſion huſh'd, 

And open'd a calm Intercourſe with Heav'n, 

Here, the Soul ſits in Council, ponders paſt, 
Predeſtines future Action; ſees, not feels, 
Tumultuous Life; and reaſons with the Storm; 
All her Lies anſwers, and thinks down her Charms. 


What awful Joy ? What mental Liberty ? 
I am not pent in Darkneſs ; rather ſay 
(If not too bold) in Darkneſs 'm embower'd. | 
Delightful Gloom! the cluſt'ring Thoughts around 
Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the Shade ; 
But droop by Day, and ſicken in the Sun. 
Thought borrows Light elſewhere ; from that Firſt Fire, 
Fountain of Animation ! whence deſcends 
Uraxia, my celeſtial Gueſt | who deigns - 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean; and zow 
Conſcious, how needful Diſcipline to Man, 
From pleaſing Dalliance with the Charms of Night, 
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My wand'ring Thought recalls, to what excites | 
Far other beat of Heart; Narcifſa's Tomb! +» 


Or is it ſee eble Nature calls me back ? 
And breaks my Spirit into Grief again? 
Is it a Stygian Vapour in my Blood? 
A cold, ſlow Puddle, creeping thro' my Veins ? 
Or is it th4s with all Men ?—T hus, with all. 
What are we? how unequal ? now we ſoar, 
And rew we ſink ; to be the ſame, tranſcends 
Our preſent Proweſs. Dearly pays the Soul. 
For Lodging ill ; too dearly rents her Clay. 

' Reaſon, a baffled Counſellor! but adds 


The Bluſh of Weakneſs, to the Bane of Woe. 

The nobleſt Spirit fighting her hard Fate, En 

In this. damp, duſky Region, charg'd with Storms, Gr; 

But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly; = Th 

Or Flying, ſhort her Flight, and ſure her Fall. Vo! 

Our utmoſt Strength, when down, to riſe again; Dig 

And not to yield, tho beaten, all our Praiſe. Ih 

| Thi 

*Tis vain to ſeek in Men, for more than Man. Het 

Tho' proud in Promiſe, big in previous Thought, Wit 

Experience damps our Triumph. I, who late, Dur 

Emerging from the Shadows of the Grave, Al 

[ Where Grief detain'd me Priſoner, mounting high + Her 
N Threw wide the Gates of cverlaſting Day, 
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And 


And call'd Mankind to Glory, ſhook off Pain, ” 


Mortality took off, in Ether pure, a 
And ſtruck the Stars; no feel my Spirits fail, 1 
They drop me from the Zenith, down I ruſh i 
Like him, whom Fable fledg'd with waxen Wings, 113 
In Sorrow drown'd. But not, in Sorrow, loſt. i. 
How wretched is the Man, who never mourn'd ? | j 
dive for precious Pearl, in Sorraw's Stream: 3 J 10 
Not ſo the thoughtleſs Man that ealy grieves; i | 
Takes all the Torment, and rejects the Gain, ; { 
(Ineſtimable Gain I) and gives Heav'n Leave 1 
To make him but more Wretched, not more Wiſe. A 
If Wiſdom is our Leſſon, (and what elſe | 7 h 


Ennobles Man? what elſe have Angels learnt ?) 
Grief ! more Proficients in thy School are made, 
Than Genius, or proud Learning, &er could boaſt, 
Voracious Learning, often over-fed, 

Digeſts not into Senſe her motley Meal. 

This Book-Caſe, with dark Booty almoſt burſt, 
This Forager on others Wiſdom, leaves 

ler Native-Farm, her Reaſon, quite untill'd. 
With mixt Manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank Soil, 
Dung'd, but not dreſt; and rich to Beggary. 

\ Pomp untameable of Weed prevails. 

Her Servant's Wealth encumber'd Viſdom mourns. 
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And what ſays Genius? Let the Dull be Wiſe.” 
Genius too hard for Right, can prove it Wrong; 
And loves to boaſt, where bluſh Men leſs inſpir'd. 

It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Senſe ; 
Conſiders Reaſon as a Leveller, 

And ſcorns to ſhare a Bleſſing with the Croud. 
That Wie it could be, thinks an ample Claim 
To Glory, and to Pleaſure gives the reſt, 
Craſſus but ſleeps, Ardelio is undone. 

Wiſdom lets ſhudders at a Fool, than Wit. 


But V iſdom ſmiles, when humbled Mortals weep. 
When Sorrow wounds the Breaſt, as Plows the Glebe, 
And Hearts obdurate feel her ſoftning Shower: 

Her Seed Celeſtial, then, glad Wiſdom ſows, 

Her golden Harvelt triumphs in the Soil. 

If ſo, Narciſſa ! welcome my Relapſe ; 

FIl raiſe a Tax on my Calamity, 

And reap rich Compenſation from my Pain. 

Pl! range the plenteous Intellectual Field; 

And gather ev'ry Thought of ſovereign Power, 

To chaſe the Moral maladies of Man ; 

Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to the Skies, 
Tho? Natives of this coarſe penurious Soil, 
Nor wholly wither there, where Seraphs ſing ; 
Refin'd, exalted, not annull'd in Heaven, 

= ; Reaſon, 


1, 


- Os, Night-Thonghts, Se. 131 


Reaſon, the Sun that gives them Birth, the ſame 
In either Clime, tho' more illuſtrious-T here. 


' Theſe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd, 


Shall form a Garland for Narciſſa's Tomb; 
And, peradventure, of no fading Flowers. 


Say on what Themes ſhall puzzled Choice deſcend ? 
* Th Importance of Contemplating the Tomb; 
« J/þy Men decline it; Suicide's foul Birth; 
* The various Kinds of Grief; the Faults of Ape x 
And Death's dread Charafter—invite my Song. 


And firſt th* Importance of our End ſurvey'd. 
Friends councel quick Diſmiſſion of our Grief; 
Miſtaken Kindneſs! our Hearts heal too ſoon. 

Are They more kind than He, who ſtruck the Blow? 


Who bid it do his Errand in our Hearts, 


And baniſh Peace, till nobler Gueſts arrive, 
And bring it back, a true, and endleſs Peace? 
Calamities are Friends: As glaring Day 

Of theſe unnumber*d Luſtres robs our Sight; 
Proſperity puts out unnumber'd Thoughts 

Of Import high, and Light divine to Man. 


The Man how bleſt, who ſick of gaudy Scenes, 
Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves !) 
Is led by Choice to take his favourite Walk, 
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Beneath Death's gloomy, ſilent, Cypreſs Shades, 


VUnpierc'd by Venity's fantaſtic Ray; 


To read his Monuments, to weigh his Duſt, 
Viſit his Vaults, and dwell among the Tombs ? 
Lorenzo ! read with me Narciſſa's Stone; 
(Narciſſa was thy Favourite) let us read 

Her moral Stone; few Doctors preach ſo well, 
Few Orators ſo tenderly can touch 

The feeling Heart. What Pathos in the Date? 
Apt Words can ftrike, and yet in them we ſee 
Faint Images of what we, here, enjoy. 
What Cauſe have wwe to build on Length of Life ? 
Temptations ſeize, when Fear is laid aſleep ; 
And Ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt Guard. 


See from her Tomb, as from an humble Shrine, 
Truth, radiant Goddeſs ! fallies on my Soul, 
And puts Deluffon's duſky Train to Flight; 
Diſpells the Miſts our ſultry Paſſions raiſe, 

From Objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene, 
And ſhews the Real Eſtimate of Things; 

Which no Man, unafflicted, ever faw ; 

Pulls off the Veil from Virtue's riſing Charms; 
Detects T* empration in a thouſand Lies. 
Truth bids me look on Men, as Autumn Leaves, 
And all they bleed tor, as the Summer's Duſt, 
Driven by the Whirlwind ; lighted by her Beams, 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 133 N 
I widen my Horizon, gain new Powers, 1 
See Things inviſible, feel Things remote, 8 ö 4 
Am preſent with Futurities; think nought "ſt 
To Man ſo foreign, as the Joys poſſeſt, 155 1 
Nought fo much his as thoſe beyond the Grave. 11 

No Folly keeps its Colour in her Sight. 

Pale worldly Wiſdom loſes all her Charms ; * 
In pompous Promiſe from Her Schemes profound, 9 | 
If future Fate ſhe plans, tis all in Leaves 1 
Like $i3y;, unſubſtantial, fleeting Bliſs! 4 
At the firſt Blaſt it vaniſhes in Air. # 
Not fo, Celeftial : wouldſt Thou know, Lorenzo „ 
How differ worldly Wiſdom, and Divine * £ |. 
Juſt as the waining, and the waxing Moon. | 1 | 
More empty worldly Wiſdom every Day; F 
And every Day more fair her Rival ſhines, | b 


When Later there's leſs Time to play the Fool. 
Soon our whole Term for Wiſdom is expir'd. 
(Thou know'ſt ſhe calls no Councel in the Grave) 
And everlaſting Fool is writ in Fire, 

Or real Wiſdom wafts us to the Skies. 


As worldly Schemes reſemble Sibyl's Leaves, 
The good Man's Days to Sibyl's Books compare, 
(In antient Story read, Thou know'ſt the Tale) 
In Price ſtill rifing, as in Number lefs, 


on K 3 Ine ſtimable 


134 _The COMPLAINT: 


Ineſtimable quite his Final Hour. 


For That who Thrones can offer, offer Thrones 
Inſolvent Worlds the Purchaſe cannot pay. 

*© Oh let me die His Death !”* all Nature cries. 

*© Then live his Life”—AlI Nature falters there. 
Our great Phyſician daily to conſult, 

To commune with the Grave, our only Cure. 


What Grave preſcribes the beſt ?--a Friend's ; and yet, 
From a Friend's Grave, how ſpon we diſengage ? 
Even to the deareſt, as his Marble, cold. 

Why are Friends raviſht from-us ? *tis to bind, 
By ſoft Affection's Tyes, on human Hearts, 
Ihe Thought of Death, which Reaſon too * 


Or miſemploy'd, fo rarely faſtens There, 


Nor Rcaſon, nor Affection, no, nor both 
Combined, can break the Witchcrafts of the World. 
Behold th* inexorable Hour at hand 

Bchold th' inexorable Hour forgot 

And to forget it, the chief Aim of Life, 

Tho' well to ponder; it, is Life's chief Ed. 


Is Death, that ever threatning, ne'er remote, 
That alläimpartant, and that only ſure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected Gueſt? 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudeſt Calls 
Of blind Imprudence, unexpected iti] ? 


Tho 


1 
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Tho? num'rous Meſſengers are ſent before 

To warn his Great Arrival. What the Cauſe, 
The wond'rous Cauſe, of this Myſterious Ill ? 
All Heaven looks down aſtoniſn'd at the Sight. 


Is it, that Life has ſown her Joys ſo thick, 
We can't thruſt in a ſingle Care between ? 
Is it, that Life has ſuch a ſwarm of Cares, 
The Thought of Death can't enter for the Throng ? 
Is it, that Time ſteals on with downy Feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her Golden Dream? 
To-day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats; 
We take the lying Siſter for the ſame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a Brook; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the Change. 
In the ſame Brook none ever bath*d him twice : 
To the ſame Life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the Brook the ſame ; the ſame we think 
Our Life, tho' ſtill more rapid in its Flow; 
Nor mark the Much irrevocably laps d, 
And mingled with the Sea; Or ſhall we ſay 
(Retaining ſtill the Brook to bear us on) 
That Life is like a Veſſel on the Stream? | 
In Life embark'd, we {ſmoothly down the Tide 
Of Time deſcend, but not on Time intent; | 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding Wave; 
Till on a ſudden we perceive. a Shock; 
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We ſtart, awake, look out; what fee we there? 
Our brittle Bark is burſt on Cbarbn's Shore. | 


Is this the Cauſe Death flies all human Thought ? 
Or is it, Judgment by the Will ſtruck blind, 


q | | That domineering Miſtreſs of the Soul ! 
| yl | Like him ſo ſtrong by Dalilah the fair? 
. Or is it Fear turns ſtartled Reaſon back, 
5 From looking down a Precipice ſo ſteep? 


5 Tis dreadful ; and the Dread is wiſely plac'd, 

? By Nature conſcious of the make of Man. 
A dreadful Friend it is, a Terror kind, 

| A flaming Sword to guard the Tree of Life, 
By that unaw'd, in Life's moſt ſmiling Hour, 
The Good Man would repine ; would fuffer Joys, 
And burn impatient for his promis*d Skies. 
The Bad on each punctilious Pique of Pride, | 
Or Gloom of Humour, would give Rage the Rein, 
Bound o'er the Barrier, ruſh into the Dark, 
And marr the Schemes of Providence below. 
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What Groan was that, Lorenzo Furies! riſe 
And drown in your leſs execrable Yell, 
Britannia's Shame. There took her gloomy Flight, 
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lf On Wing impetuous, a Black ſullen Soul, 
1 Blaſted from Hell, with horrid Luſt of Death. 
4% Thy Friend, the Brave, the Gallant Altamont, 
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So call'd, ſo thought—And then he fled the Field. 
Leſs Baſe the Fear of Death, than Fear of Life. 

O Britain, infamous for Suicide ! 

An Iſland in thy Manners! far disjoin'd 

From the whole World of Rationals beſide. 

In ambient Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 
Waſh the dire Stain, nor ſhock the Continent. 


But Thou be ſhock*d, while I detect the Cauſe 
Of Self- Aſſault, expoſe the Monſter's Birth, 
And bid Abborrence hiſs it round the World. 
Blame not thy Clime, nor chide the diſtant Sun; 
The Sun is innocent, thy Clime abſolv'd, 
Immoral Climes kind Nature never made. 
The Cauſe I ſing, in Eden might prevail, 
And proves, It is thy Folly, not thy Fate. 


The Soul of Man, (let Man in Homage bow © 
Who names his Soul) a Native of the Skies! 
Highborn, and free, her Freedom ſhould maintain, 
Unſold, unmortgag*d for Earib's little Bribes. 
Th' illuſtrious Stranger, in this foreign Land, 

Like Strangers, jealous of her Dignity, 

Studious of Home, and ardent to return, 

Of Earth ſuſpicious, Earth's inchanted Cup 
With cool Reſerve light-touching, ſhould indulge 
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On Immortality, her Godlike Taſt ; 
There take large Draughts ; make her chief Banquet here. 


But ſome reject this Suſtenance Divine; 
To beggarly vile Appetites deſcend ; , 
Aſk Alms of Earth, for Gueſts that came from Heaven; 
Sink into Slaves; and ſell for preſent Hire, | 
Their rich Reverſion, and (what ſhares its Fate) 
Their native Freedom, to the Prince who ſways 
This nether World. And when his Payments fail, 
When his foul Baſket gorges them no more ; 
Or their pall'd Palates loath the Baſket full, 
Are, inſtantly, with wild Dzmoniac Rage, 
For breaking all the Chains of Providence, 
And burſting their Confinement ; tho' faſt barr'd 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded ſtrong 
With Horrors doubled to defend the Pals, 
The blackeſt Nature, or dire Guilt can raiſe; 
And moated round, with fathomleſs Deſtruction, 
Sure to receive and whelm them in their Fall. 


Such, Britons ! 18 the Cauſe, to you unknown, 
Or worſe, o'erlook' d; o'erlook'd by Magiſtrates, 
Thus, Criminals themſelves. I grant the Deed 
Is Madneſs ; but the Madneſs of the Heart. 
And what is that ? our utmoſt bound of Guilt. 
A ſenſual, unreflecting Life is big | 


With 
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With monſtrous Births, and Suicide, to crown 

The black infernal Brood, The Bold to break 
Heaven's Law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh 

Thro? ſacred Nature's Murder, on their own, - 
Becauſe they never think. of Death, they die. 

*Tis equally Man's Duty, Glory, Gain, 

At once to ſhun, and meditate, his End. 

When by the Bed of Languiſhment we fit, 

(The Seat of Wi ſdom ! if our Choice, not Fate) | 
Or, o'er our dying Friends, in Anguiſh hang, 1 


Wipe the cold Dew, or ſtay the ſinking Head, pn 
1% 
Number their Moments, and in ev'ry Clock, Mi 


Start at the Voice of an Eternity ; FF 
See the dim Lamp of Life juſt feebly lift, 
An agonizing Beam, at us to gaze, 
Then ſink again, and quiver into Death, 1 


That moſt Pathetic Herald of our own; 2 | 
How read we ſuch fad Scenes? as ſent to Man F 
In perfect Vengeance? no; in Pity ſent, & 
To melt him down, like Wax, and then impreſs - | 1 
Indelible, Death's Image on his Heart; My 
Bleeding for others, Trembling for himſelf, = 
We bleed, we tremble ;, we forget, we ſmile. MT: 


The Mind turns Fool, before the Cheek is dry. 
Our quick-returning Folly cancels. all; 
As the Tide ruſhing raſes what is writ 
In yielding Sands, and ſmooths the Letter'd Shore. 
| Lorenzo 
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Lorenzo I haft thou ever weigh'd a S746 ? 
Or ſtudied the Philofophy of Tears? 
(A Science, yet, unlectur'd in our Schools.) 


Haſt thou deſcended deep into the Breaſt, 


And ſeen their Source ? If not, defcend with me, 
And trace theſe briny Riv'lets to their Springs. 


Our Funeral Tears, from different Cauſes, riſe. 
As if, from ſeparate Ciſterns in the Soul, 
Of various Kinds, they flow. From tender Hearts, 
By foft Contagion call'd, ſome burſt at once, 
And ftream obſequious to the leading Eye. 
Some, aſk more Time, by curious Art diſtill'd. 
Some Hearts in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the Magic of the Public eye, 
Like Moſes ſmitten Rock, guſh out amain. 
Some weep to ſhare the Fame of the Deceas'd, 
So high in Merit, and to them ſo Dear. 
They dwell on Praiſes, which they think they ſhare, 
And thus, without a Bluſh, commend Themſelves. 


Some mourn in Proof that ſomething they could love. 


They weep not to relieve their Grief, but ſhow. 
Some weep in perfect Juſtice to the Dead, 
As Conſcious all their Love is in Arrear, 


Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappriz'd, 


Tears, ſometimes, aid the Conqueſt of an Eye. 


With 
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With what Addreſs the ſoft Epbeſians draw 

Their Sable Net-work o'er entangled Hearts? 

As ſeen through Cryſtal, how their Roſes glow, 
While liquid Pearl runs trickling down their Cheek ? 
Of hers, not prouder Egypt's wanton Queen, 
Carouſing Gems, herſelf diſſoly'd in Love. 

Some weep at Death, abſtracted from the Dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own Deceaſe. 

By kind Conſtruction ſome are deem'd to weep, 
Becauſe a decent Veil conceals their Joy. 


Some weep in Earneſt ; and yet weep in Vain; 
As deep in Indiſcretion, as in Woe. 
Paſſion, blind Paſſion | impotently pours 
Tears, that deſerve more Tears; while Reaſon ſleeps 
Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcern'd; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the Storm; 
Knows not It ſpeaks to Her, and her alone. 
lrrationals all Sorrow are beneath, 
That noble Gift! that Privilege of Man! 
From Sorrow's Pang, the Birth of endleſs Joy. 
But Theſe are barren of that Birth divine. 
They weep imperuous, as the Summer-Storm, 
And full as ſhort ! The cruel Grief ſoon tam'd, 
They make a Paſtime of the ſtingleſs Tale; 
Far as the deep-reſounding Knell, they ſpread 
The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. 
No Grain of Viſdom pays them for their Joe. 
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Half round the Globe, FR Tears pumpt up by Death 


Are ſpent in watering Vanities of Life; 
In making Folly flouriſh ſtill more fair. 
When the ſick Soul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
Reclines on Earth, and ſorrows in the Duſt ; 
Inſtead of learning there, her true Support, 


r 


Tho? there thrown down, her true Support to learn, 


Without Heaven's Aid, impatient to be Bleſt, 
She crawls to the next Shrub, or Bramble vile, 
Tho? from the ſtately Cedar's Arms ſhe fell, 
With ſtale, foreſworn Embraces, clings anew. 
The Stranger weds, and bloſſoms as before, 
In all the fruitleſs Fopperies of Life. 

Preſents her Weed well-fancied, at the Ball, 
And raffles for the Death's-Head on the Ring. 


So wept Aurelia, till the deſtin'd Youth 
Stept in, with his Receipt for making Smiles; 
And blanching Sables into bridal Bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clariſſa's Fate; 
Who gave that Angel-Boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his Birth! 
Not ſuch, Narciſſa, my Diſtreſs for Thee. 
Fil make an Altar of thy ſacred Tomb 
To ſacrifice to Wiſdom. — What waſt Thou? 


7 bung, Gay, and Fortunate“ Fach yields a Theme. 
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ll dwell on each, to ſhun Thought more ſevere ; 
(Heaven knows I labour with ſeverer ſtill!) 

I'll dwell on each, and quite exhauſt thy Death. 
A Soul without Reflection, like a Pile 
Without Inhabitant, to Ruin runs. 


And, Firſt, thy Youth. What ſays it to Grey Hairs ? 
Narciſſa lm become thy Pupil now— 

Early, Bright, Tranſient, Chaſt, as Morning Dew 
She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to Heav'n. 
Time on this Head has ſnow'd, yet ſtill *cis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's Grave. 

Cover'd with Shame I ſpeak it, Age ſevere, 

Old worn-out Vice ſets down for Virtue fair, 

With graceleſs Gravity, chaſtiſing Youth, 

That Youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſſing in a Fault, 

Father of all, Forgetfulneſs of Death. 

As if, like Objects preſſing on the Sight, 

Death had advanc'd too near us to be ſeen : 

Or, that Life's Loan Time ripen'd into Right ; 

And Men might plead Preſcription from the Grave; 
Deathleſs, from Repetition of Reprieve. 

Deathleſs ? far from it ! ſuch are Dead already; 
Their Hearts are buried, and the World their Grave. 


Tell me ſome God! my Guardian Angel! tell, 
What thus infatuates ? what Inchantment plants. 


The 
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The Phantom of an Age, *twixt us and Death, 


Already at the Door ? He knocks, we hear him, a 
Aud pet n wot bear. Whit Mott: defends F 
Our untouch*d Hearts? what Miracle turns off | « 
The pointed Thought, which from 8 Thouſand Quivers ; 
Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd ? 0 
We ſtand, as in a Battle, Throngs on Throngs * 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves ; pe 
Tho? bleeding with our Wounds, Immortal {till ! 1 
We ſee Time's furrows on another's Brow, G 
And Death intrench'd, preparing his Aſſault; Gr 
How few themſelves, in that juſt Mirror, ſee ? = 
Or ſeemg, draw their Inference as ſtrong ? a 
There Death is certain ; doubtful Here ; He muſt, P, 
And ſoon ; we may, within an Age, expire. N 
Though grey our Heads, our Thoughts and Aims are green; N, 
Like damag'd Clocks, whoſe Hand and Bell diflent, By 
Folly ſings Six, while Nature points at Twelve, 
| Abſurd Longevity ! more, more, It cries : 00 
More Life, more Wealth, more Traſh of ev'ry Kind. No 
And wherefore Mad for more, when Reliſh fails ? Ou 
Object, and Appetite, muſt club for Joy; | Cal 
Shall Folly labour hard to mend the Bow, En 
Baubles, I mean, that ſtrike us from without, dr 
| While Nature is relaxing ev'ry String? Def 
Aſk Thought for Joy; grow rich and hoard within. Wa 


Think 
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Think you the Soul, when this Life's Rattles ceaſe, 
Has nothing of more Manly to ſucceed ? | 
Contract the Taſte immortal; learn even Now 

To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. 

Divine, or none, henceforth your Joys for ever, 

Of Age, the Glory is to /h to die. 50 As 
That Wiſh is Praiſe and Promiſe ; It applauds 
Paſt Life, and promiſes our future Bliſs, 4 
What Weakneſs ſee not Children in their Sires * ? 
Grand-climaCterical Abſurdities 

Grey-hair'd Authority to Faults of Youth, 

How ſhocking ? It makes Folly thrice a Fool ; 
And our firſt Childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 
Peace and Eſteem is all that Age can Hope. 
Nothing but Wiſdom gives the firſt ; the laſt, 
Nothing, but the Repute of being Wiſe. 

Filly bars both; our Age is quite undone. 


What Folly can be ranker ? like our Shadows, 
Our Wiſhes lengthen, as our Sun declines, 
No Wiſh ſhould loiter, then, this fide the Grave. 
Our Hearts ſhould leave the World, before the Knell 
Calls for our Carcaſſes to mend the Soil. 
Enough to live in Tempeſt, Die in Port; 
Age ſhould fly Concourfe, cover in Retreat K 
Defects of Judgement; and the Will's ſubdue; 
Walk thoughtful on the ſilent, ſolemn Shore, 

| L 
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Of that vaſt Ocean It muſt fail ſo ſoon ; 

And put Good-works on Board ; and wait the Wind 
That ſhortly blows us into Worlds unknown ; 

If unconſider'd too, a Dreadful Scene 


All ſhould be Prophets to themſelves, foreſee 
Their future Fate; their future Fate foretaſte, ; 
This Art would waſte the Bitterneſs of Death. 
The Thought of Death alone, the Fear deſtroys, 
A Diſaffection to that pretious Thought 
Is more than Mzdnight Darkneſs on the Soul, 
Which ſleeps beneath it, on a Precipice, 

Puff'd off by the firſt Blaſt, and loſt for ever. 


Doſt aſk Lorenzo, why lo warmly preſt, 
By Repetition hammer'd on thine Ear, 
The Thought of Death ? That Thought is the Machine, 
The grand Machine ! that heaves us from the Duſt, 
And rears us into Men, The Thought ply'd Home 
Will foon reduce the ghaſtly Precipice 
O'er hanging Hell, will ſoften the Deſcent, 
And gently Nope our Paſſage to the Grave ; 
How warmly to be wiſht? what Heart of Fleſh 
Would trifle with Tremendous ? dare Extremes? 2 
Lawn ofer che Fate of Infinite: ? what Hand, 
Beyond the blackeſt Brand of Cenſure bold, 
(To ſpeak a Language too well known to Thee) 

Would 


= 
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Would at a Moment give its all to Chance, 
And ſtamp the Die for an Eternity ? 
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Aid me Norciſſa ! aid me to keep Pace 
With Deſtiny ; and ere her Sciſſars cut. 
My thread of Life, to break this tougher Thread 
Of Moral Death, that ties me to the World. | 
Sting thou my ſlumb'ring Reaſon to ſend forth al 
A Thought of Obſervation on the Foe ; | 
To fally, and ſurvey the rapid March 
Of his ten thouſand Meſſengers to Man ; 
Who, Fehu-like, behind him turns them all, 
All Accident apart, by Nature ſign'd, 
My Warrant is gone out, tho* dormant yet 
Perhaps behind one Moment lurks my Fate. 


Muſt I then forward only look for Death? 
Backward I turn mine Eye, and find him there, 
Man is a Self- ſurvivor ev'ry Year. 

Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 
Death's a deſtroyer of Quotidian prey. 

My Youth, my Noon-tide, His; my Yeſterday 
The bold Invader ſhares the preſent Hour. 

Each Moment on the former ſhuts the Grave. 
While Man is growing, Life is in Decreaſe ; 
And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb, 
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Our Birth is nothing but our Death begun; 
As Tapers waſte, that Inſtant they take Fire. 


Shall we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to paſs, 
Which comes to paſs each Moment of our Lives ? 
It fear we muſt, let zhat Death turn us pale 
Which murders Strength, and Ardor ; what remains 
Should rather call on Death than dread his Call. 
Ye partners of my Fault, and my decline! 
 Thoughtleſs of Death, but when your Neighbour's Knell 
(Rude Viſitant |) Knocks hard at your dull Senſe, 
And with its Thunder, ſcarce obtains your Ear! 
Be Death your Theme, in ev'ry place and hour, 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental Sires 
A Brother Tomb to tell you you ſhall Die. 
That Death you dread (ſo great is Nature's Skill!) 
Know, you ſhall court, before you ſhall Enjoy. 


But you are learn'd ; in Volumes, deep you ſit ; 
In Wiſdom ſhallow : pompous Ignorance ! 
Would you be {till more learned, than the Learn'd ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that Knowledge, which impares your Senſe. 
Our needful Knowledge, like our needful Food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in Life's common field 
And bids a welcome to the Vital Feaft, 
You ſcorn what lies before you in the Page 


W 
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Of Nature, and Experience, Moral Truth ; 
Of indiſpenſible, Eternal Fruit; 
Fruit, on which Mortals feeding turn to Gods; 
And dive in Science for diſtinguiſht Names, 
Diſhoneft Fomentation of your Pride; 
Sinking in Virtue, as you riſe in Fame. 
Your Learning, like the Lunar Beam, affords 
Light, but not Heat; It leaves You undevout, 
Frozen at Heart, while Speculation ſhines. 
Awake, ye curious Indagators ! fond 
Of knowing All, but what avails yon known, 
If you would learn Death's Character; attend. 
All caſts of Conduct, all degrees of Health, 
All dies of Fortune, and all dates of Age, 
Together ſhook in his impartial Urn, 
Come forth at random. Or if Choice is made, ; 
The Choice is quite ſarcaſtic, and inſults _ T 
All bold Conjecture, and fond Hopes of Man. 
What countleſs Multitudes, not only leave, 
But deeply diſappoint us, by their Deaths ? 
Tho? great our Sorrow, greater our Surprize. 
Like other Tyrants, Death delights to ſmite, 
What ſmitten, moſt proclaims the Pride of Power, 
And arbitrary Nod, His Joy ſupreme, 
To bid the Wretch ſurvive the Fortunate 3 
The Feeble, wrap th* Athletic in his Shroud 
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And weeping Fathers, build their Children's Tomb; 
Me Thine, Narciſſa !——What tho' ſhort thy Date? 


Virtue, not rolling Suns, the Mind matures. 


That Life is long, which anſwers Life's great End, 
The Time that bears no Fruit, deſerves no Name; 


The Man of Wiſdom is the Man of Years. 
In hoary Youth Methu ſalems may die, 
O how miſdated on their flattering Tombs ? 


Narciſſes Youth has lectur'd me thus far. 
And can her Gatety give Council too? 
That, like the Jews fam'd Oracle of Gems, 


Sparkles Inſtruction; fuch as throws new Light, 


And opens more the Character of Death; 
Ill known to thee, Lorenzo ! This thy Vaunt, 


« Give Death his Due, the Wretched, and the Old, 
& Fen let him ſweep his Rubbiſh to the Grave; 


e Let him not violate kind Nature's Laws, 


© But own Man born to Live, as well as Dre.” 


Fretched and Old Thou giv'ſt Him; Young and Gay 


He takes; and Plunder is a Tyrant's Joy. 


What if I prove; *The fartheſt from the Fear, 


« Are often neareſt to the Stroke of Fate?“ 


All, more than common, Menaces an End. 
A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life. 
As if bright Embers ſhould emit a Flame, 


Glad 


> > 0 


Fe 
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Glad Spirits ſparkled from Narciſſa's Eye, 
And made Youth younger, and taught Life to Live. 
As Nature's Oppoſites wage endleſs War, 
For this Offence, as Treaſon to the deep 
Inviolable Stupor of his Reign, 
Where Laſt, and turbulent Ambition ſleep, 
Death took ſwift Vengeance. As He Life deteſts, 
More Life is ſtill more Odious, and reduc'd 
By Conqueſt, aggrandizes more his Power. 
But wherefore aggfafidiz d? By Heaven's Decree, 
To plant the Soul on her eternal Guard, 
In awful Expectation of our End. 
Thus runs Death's' dread Commiſſion : © Strike, but ſo, 
As moſt alarms the Living by the Dead.” 
Hence Stratagem delights him, and Surprize, 
And cruel ſport with Man's Secutities. 
Not ſimple Conqueſt, Triumph is his Aim, 
And where leaſt fear*d, there Conqueſt triumphs moſt. 
This proves my bold Aſſertion not too Bold, 


What are His Arts to lay our Fears alleep ? 
Tiberian Arts his Purpoſes wrap up 
In Deep Diſſimularion's darkeſt Night. 
Like Princes unconfeſt in foreign Courts, 
Who travel under Cover, Death aſſumes 
The Name, and Look of Life, and dwells among us. 
He takes all' Shapes that ſerve his black Deſigns ; 
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Tho' Maſter of a wider Empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman Eagle flew. 
Like Nero, He's a Fidler, Charioteer, 

Or drives his Phaeton, in Female Guiſe; 

Quite unſuſpected, till the Wheel beneath, 

His diſarray' d Oblation he devours. 


He moſt affects the Forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His Slender Self. Hence burly Corpulence 
Is his familiar Wear, and ſleek Diſguiſe. 
Behind the roſy Bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or, Ambuſh in a Smile; or, wanton dive | 
In Dimples deep; Love's eddies, which draw in 
Unwary Hearts, and fink them in Deſpair, 
Such, on Narciſſa's Couch, he loiter*d long, 
Unknown; and when detected, ſtill was ſcen 
To ſmile; ſuch Peace has Innocence in Death! 


Moſt happy they ! whom leaſt his Arts deceive. 
One Eye on Death, and one full fix d on Heaven, 
Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man. 

Long on his Wiles a piqu'd and jealous Spy, 
I've ſeen, or dreamt I ſaw, the Tyrant dreſs ; 
Lay by his Horrors, and put on his Smiles, 
Say Muſe, for thou remember'ſt, call it back, 
And ſhew Lorenzo the ſurprizing Scene; 
If *twas a Dream, his Genius can explain, 
TWIs 
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»Twas in a Circle of the Gay, I ſtood. 
Death would have enter'd; Nature puſht him back 
Supported by a Doctor of Renown, 

His Point He gain'd. Then artfully diſmiſt 
The Sage, for Death deſign'd to be conceal'd. 
He gave an old Vivacious Uſurer 

His Meager Aſpect, and his naked Bones; 

In Gratitude for plumping up His Prey, 

A pamper'd Spendthnift ; whoſe fantaſtic Air, 
Well faſhion'd Figure, and cockaded Brow, 
He took in change, and underneath the Pride 
Of coſtly Linnen, tuck'd his filthy Shroud, 
His crooked Bow he ſtraitned to a Cane; 
And hid his deadly Shafts in Myra's Eye. 


The dreadful Maſquerader thus equipt, 
Out- ſallies on Adventures. Aſk you where? 
Where is He not? For his peculiar haunts, 
Let this ſuffice; ſure as Night follows Day, 
Death treads in Pleaſure's footſteps round the World, 
When Pleaſure treads the Paths, which Reaſon ſhuns. 
When, againſt Reaſon, Riot ſhuts the door, 
And Gayety ſupplies the Place of Senſe, 
Then foremoſt at the Banquet, and the Ball, 
Death leads the Dance, or ſtamps the deadly Die ; 
Nor ever fails the Midnight Bowl to crown, 
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_ Gayly carouſing to his gay Compeers, 
nly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him, 
As Abſent far: and when the Revel burns, 


When Fear is baniſht, and triumphant Thought 
Calling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, 
Againſt Him turns the Key; and bids him Sup 
With their progenitors, —He drops his Maſk, 
Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire, 


Scarce with more ſudden Terror and Sarptize, 
From His black Mafque of Nitre, touch'd by Fire 
He burſts; expands, roars, blazes, and devours, 
And is not this tritinyphant Tteachery, 


And more than fimple Conqueſt in the Fiend ? 


And now Lorenzo ! doſt thou wrap thy Soul 
In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown - | 
Which Moment is commiſſion'd to deſtroy ? 

In Death's uncertainty thy Danger lies. | 

Is Death uncertain ?- therefore Thou be fixt ; 

Fixt as a Centinel, all Eye, all Ear, 

All Expectation of the coming Foe. 

Rouſe, ſtand in Arms, nor lean againſt thy Spear, 
Leſt Slumber ſteal one Moment o'er thy Soul, 

And Fate ſurprize thee nodding. Watch, be ſtrong 
Thus give each Day the Merit, and Renown, 

Of dying well; tho? dootn'd but once to Die. 


Nor 


N 
H 


» Aa 3 wwe ts te of , , 1 149 


= a LM F IJ ' WY 1 


Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 155 


Nor let Life's period hidden, (as from moſt, ) 
Hide too from Thee, the precious uſe of Life. 


Early, not ſudden, was Nzerciſſa's Fate. 
Soon, not ſurpriſing, Death his Viſit paid. 
Her Thought went forth to meet him on his way, 
Nor Gayety forgot It was to Die. 
Tho? Fortune too (our third and final Theme) 
As an Accomplice plaid her gaudy Plumes, 
And ev'ry glittering Gewgaw on her Sight, 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its Mark. 
Death's dreadful Advent is the Mark of Man ; 
And every Thought that miſſes it, is blind. 
Fortune, with Youth, and Gayety, conſpir'd 
To weave a iripple wreath of Happineſs, 
(If Happineſs on Earth) to crown her Brow. 
And could Death charge thro”. ſuch a ſhining Shield? 


That ſhining Shield invites the Tyrant's Spear. 
As if to damp our elevated Aims, 
And ſtrongly preach Humility to Man, 
O how portentous 1s Proſperity ? 
How, Comet-like, it threatens, while it ſhines * 
Few Years but yield us proof of Deatb's Ambition 
To cull his Victims from the faireſt fold ! 
And ſheath his Shafts in all the Pride of Life, 
When flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er 

With 
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With recent Honours, bloom'd with every Bliſs ; 
Set up in Oftentation, made the Gaze, 
The guady Center of the publick Eye, 

When Fortune thus, has toſs'd her Child in Air, 
Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, 
How often have I ſeen him dropt at once, 

Our Morning's Envy ! and our Evening's Sigh ! 
As if her Bounties were the Signal given, 

The Flow'ry Wreath, to mark the Sacrifice, 
And call Death's Arrows on the deſtin'd Prey. 


High- Fortune ſeems. in cruel League with Fate: 
Aſk you for what? to give his War on Man 
The deeper Dread, and more illuſtrious Spoil ; 
Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe. 

And burns Lorenzo ſtill for the Sublime 


Of Life? to hang his airy Neſt on high, 


On the ſlight Timber of the topmoſt Bough, 
Rockt at each Breeze, and menacing a Fall ? 
Granting grim Death at equal Diſtance there ; 
Yet Peace begins juſt where Ambition ends. 
What makes Man wretched ? Happineſs deny'd ? 
Lorenzo ! no: *Tis Happineſs di/dain'd. 

She comes too meanly dreſs'd to win our Smile, 
And calls herſelf Content, a homely Name! 
Our Flame is Tranſport, and Content our Scorn. 
Ambition tarns, and ſhuts the Door againſt her, 


And 
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And weds a Toil, a Tempeſt in her Stead ; 
A Tempeſt, to warm Tranſport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal State admits, 
Life's modeſt Joys we ruin, while we raiſe ; 
And all our Ecſtafies are Wounds to Peace. 
Peace, the full Portion of Mankind below. 


And fince thy Peace is dear, ambitious Youth } 1 = 
Of Fortune fond! as thoughtleſs of thy Fate! | 
As late I drew Death's Picture, to ſtir up [ 
Thy wholſome Fears; now draw, in Contraft, fee 1 
Gay Fortune's, thy vain Hopes to reprimand. 1 | 
See, high in Air, the ſportive Goddeſs hangs, 
Unlocks her Caiket, ſpreads her glitt'ring Ware, 
And calls the giddy Winds to puff abroad 
Her random Bounties, o'er the gaping Throng. 
All ruſh rapacious ; Friends o'er trodden Friends ; 
Sons o'er their Fathers, Subjects oer their Kings, | 
Prieſts o'er their Gods ; and Lovers o'er the Fair, 1 
Still more ador'd, to ſnatch the golden Show'r. N 


Gold glitters moſt, where Virtue thines no more; 7. ; 
As Stars from abſent Suns have leave to ſhine. | | 
O what a precious Pack of Votaries 
UnkennelPd from the Priſons, and the Stews, 
Pour 1n, all opening in their IdoPs Praiſe ! 
All, ardent,” eye each Wafture of her Hand, 
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And wide-expanding their voracious Jaws, 
Morſel on Morſel ſwallow down unchew'd, 
Untaſted, through mad Appetite for more ; 
Gorg' d to the Throat, yet lean and ravenous ſtill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the ſmalleſt Game, 
And bold to ſeize the Greateſt. If (bleft Chance) 


Court-Zephyrs ſweetly breathe, they launch, they fly, 


O'er Juſt, o'er Sacred, all forbidden Ground, 
Drunk with the burning Scent of Place, or Pow*r, 


Staunch to the foot of Lucre, till they. die. 


Or if for Men you take them, as I mark 


Their Manners, Thou their various Fates ſurvey. 
With aim mnuſ-meaſured, and impetuous ſpecd, 


Some darting, ftrike their ardent wiſh far off, 
Through Fury to poſſeſs it: Some ſucceed, 

But ſtumble, and let fall the taken Prize. 

From, ſome, by ſudden Blaſts, tis whirl'd away, 
And lodg'd in Boſoms, that ne'er dreamt of Gain, 
To ſome it ſticks ſo cloſe, that when torn off, 
Torn is the Man, and mortal is the WounJ. 
Some, o' er- enamour' d of their Bags, run mad, 
Groan under Gold, yet weep for want of Bread. 
Together ſome (unhappy Rivals !) ſeize, 

And rend Abundance into Poverty ; 

Loud croaks the Raven of the Law, and fmiles. 
Smiles too the Goddeſs.z but ſmiles moſt at thoſe, 
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(Juſt Victims of exorbitant Deſire !) 

Who periſh at their own Requeſt, and whelm'd 
Beneath her Load of layiſh Grants, expire. = 
Fortune is famous for her Numbers ſlain. | 2M 1 
The Number ſmall, which Happineſs can bear. #2 
Tho' various for a while their Fates; at laſt * 
One Curſe involves them All : at Death's Approach. 15 


All read their Riches backward into Loſs, k | 


And mourn, in juſt Proportion to their Store. 9 


And Ptall's Approach (if arthodox my Song) 
Is haſtned by the Lure of Fortune's ſmiles. 
And art thou till a Glutton of bright Geld? 
And art thou ſtill rapacious of thy, Ruin ? 10 
Death loves a ſhining Mark, a ſignal Blow ; 180 
A Blow, which while it executes, alarms ; 1 
And ſtartles Thouſands, with a ſingle Fall. 
As, when ſome ſtately growth of Oak, or Pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her Shade, 
The Sun's Defiance! and the Flocks Defence 
By the ſtrong ſtrokes of lab'ring Hinds ſubdu'd, 
Loud groans her laſt, and ruſhing from her Height 
In cumb'rous Ruin, thunders to the Ground, 
The conſcious Foreſt trembles at the Shock, 


And Hill, and Stream, and diſtant Dale, reſound. 
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Theſe high-aim'd Darts of Death, and theſe alone, 
Should I collect, my Quiver would be full. 

A Quiver, which ſuſpended in mid Air, 

Or near Heaven's Archer, in the Zodiac, hung, 

(So could it be) ſhould draw the publick Eye, 

The Gaze and Contemplation of Mankind ! 

A Conſtellation awfull, yet benign, 

To guide the Gay thro? Life's tempeſtuous Wave; 
Nor ſuffer them to ſtrike the common Rock, 
From greater Danger to grow more ſecure, 


And, wrapt in Happineſs, forget their Fate. 


Lyſander, happy paſt the common Lot, 
Was warn'd of Danger, but too Gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Aſpaſia; ſhe was kind, 
In Youth, Form, Fortune, Fame, they both were bleſt. 
All who knew envy'd; yet in Envy lov'd : 

Can Fancy form more finiſht Happineſs ? 
Fixt was the Nuptial Hour. Her ſtately Dome 
Roſe on the ſounding Beach. The glittering Spires 
Float in the Wave, and break againſt the Shore : 
So break thoſe glittering Shadows, Human Joys. 
The faithlefs Morning ſmil'd; He takes his Leave, 
To re- embrace in Ecſtaſies, at Eve. 
The riſing Storm forbids. The News arrives, 
Untold, ſhe ſaw it in her Servant's Eye. 

She 
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She felt it ſeen; (her Heart was apt to feel) 
And drown*d, without the furious Ocean's Aid, 
In ſuffocating Sorrows, ſhares his Tomb. 

Now, round the fumptuous, Bridal Monument, 
The Guilty Billows innocently roar; 

And the rough Sailor paſſing drops a Tear. 

A Tear ?—can Tears ſuffice ?—But not for me. 
How vain our Efforts? and our Arts how vain ? 
The diſtant Train of Thought I took, to ſhun, 
Has thrown me on my Fate—Theſe dy' d together 
Happy in Ruin ! undivorc'd by Death! 

Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is Peace 
Narciſſa ! Pity bleeds at Thought of Thee. 

Yet Thou waſt only near me; not myſelf. 
Survive myſelf? That cures all other Woe. 
Narcifſa lives; Philander is forgot. 

O the ſoft Commerce! O the tender Tyes, 
loſe-twiſted with the Fibres of the Heart 
Vhich broken, break them ; and drain off the Soul 
Vf Human Joy; and make it Pain to Live 
\nd is it then to Live? when ſuch Friends part, 
lis the Survivor dies My Heart! no more. 


The End of the FirTa Ntcurt, 
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HR 


IN FIDEL Reclaim'd. 


IN TWO PARTS. 


CONTAINING 


The NaTuse, Proor, and IuroxTANCRE of 
IMMORTALITY. 


PART THE FIRST. 


Where, among other things, Groxr and Ricks 
are particularly conſider d. 


Humbly Inſcrib'd to the Right Honourable 


HENRY PELHAM, 


Firſt Lord Commi$s10NER of the Treasvaer, and 
CHANCELLOR of the Exchzeukx. 


M 2 


THE 


P R E F A CE. 


EM Ages have been deeper in diſpute about Reli- 

Lion, than this, The Diſpute about Religion, and 
the Practice of it, ſeldom go together. The ſhorter, 
therefore, the Diſpute, the better. I think it may be 
reduced to this fingle Queſtion, Is Man Immortal, or 
is he not? F be is not, all our Diſputes are mere A. 
 muſements br Trials of Still. Truth, Reaſon, Reli- 


gion, Which give our Diſcourſes ſuch Pomp and So- 


lemnity, . are (as will be ſhown) mere empty Sounds, 
without any Meaning in them, But if Man is Im- 
mortal, it will behove him to be very ſerious about 


eternal Conſequences ;,, or in other Words, to be truly 


Religious. And this great fundamental Truth, uneſta- 
Vliſe'd, or unawaken'd in. the Minds of Men, is, I 


conceive, the real Source, and Support of all our Infi- 


delity ; how remote ſoever the particular Oljections ad- 
danc d, may ſeem to be from it. 

Senſible Appearances affect moſt Men much more 
than abſtract Reaſonings ; and we daily ſee Bodies drop 
around us, but the Soul is inviſible. The Power which 
Inclination has over the Judgment, is greater than can 
be well conceived by thoſe, that have not had an Expe- 
rience of it; and of what Numbers is it the ſad Inte- 
reſt, that Souls ſhould not ſurvive? The Heathen 
World confeſs'd, that they rather hoped, than firmly 
believed Immortality; and how many Heathens have we 
fill amongſt us? The. ſacred Page aſſures us, that 
Life and Immortality is brought to light by the Goſpel : 
But by how many is the Goſpel rejected, or oyerlook'd ? 

| M 3 From 
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From theſe Conſiderations, and from my being, acciden- 


tally, privy to the Sentiments of ſome particular Per- 


ſons, I have been long perſuaded that moſt, if not all, 
our Infidels (whatever Name they take, and whatever 
Scheme for Argument's Sake, and to keep themſelves in 
- countenance, they patronize) are ſupported in their de- 
plorable Error, by ſome doubt of their Immortality, at 
the bottom. And I am ſatisfied that Men once thorough- 
ly convinced of their Immortality, are not far from 
being Chriſtians. For it is hard to conceive that a 
Man fully conſcious, eternal Pain or Happineſs will 
certainly be his Lot, ſhould not earneſtly, and impar- 
tially, enquire after the ſureſt means of eſcaping One, 
and ſecuring the Other. And of ſuch an earneſt, and 
impartial Enquiry, I well know the Conſequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this moſt Fundamental 
Truth, ſome plain Arguments are offer'd , Arguments de- 
rived from Principles which Infidels admit in common 
with Believers , Arguments, which appear to me allo- 
gether Irrefiſtable : And ſuch as I am ſatisfied, will have 
great weight with all, who give themſelves the ſmall 
trouble of looking ſeriouſly into their own boſoms, and of 
obſerving, with any tolerable degree of Attention, what 
daily paſſes, round about them, in the World. If ſome 
Arguments ſhall, Here, occur, which Others have de- 
clined, they are ſubmitted with all deference to better 
Judgments in this, of all Points, the moſt important. 
For, as to the being of a God, that is no longer diſputes; 
but it is undiſputed, for this reaſon only, viz. Becauſe 
where the leaſt Pretence to reaſon is admitted, it muſs 
for ever be Indiſputable. And of conſequence no man can 
be betrayed into a Diſpute of that nature by Vanity ; 
which has a principal ſhare in animating our modern 
Combatants againſt other Articles of our Belief. 
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4 HE * (for I hace, not yet Ke Moms in 

2 Heaven) 1 

Not early, like Narciſſa, left the Scene; 
Nor ſudden, like Pbilander. What avail ? 

This ſeeming Mitigation but inflames; 28 

This fancy d Medicine heightens the Diſeaſe. 

The longer known, the cloſer ſlill ſhe grew z- 

And gradual Parting is a gradual Death. 

Tis the grim Tyrant's Engine, which extorts 

By tardy Preſſure's ſtill- increaſing Weight, 

From hardeſt ] Hearts, confeſſion of Diſtreſs; 


O che long dark Approach thro' Years of Pain, 
Death's Gallery (might I dare to call it ſo) 
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With diſmal Doubt, and ſable Terror, hung; 


Sick Hope's pale Lamp, its only glimmering Ray 


Fhere, Fate my melancholy Walk ordain'd, 
Forbid Self-love itſelf to flatter, There. 

How oft I gaz'd prophetically ſad ? 

How oft I ſaw her dead while yet in ſmiles . 

In ſmiles ſhe ſunk her Grief, to leſſen mine. | 
She ſpoke me Comfort, and increas'd my Pain. 


Like powerful Armies trenching at a Town, 


By ſlow, and ſilent, but reſiſtleſs Sap, 
In his pale Progreſs gently gaining ground, 
Death urg' d his deadly ſiege: In ſpite of Art, 
Of all the balmy Bleſſings Nature lends 

To ſuccour frail Humanity. Ye Stars! 

(Not now firſt made familiar to my ſight) 


And thou O Moon ! bear witneſs; many a Night 


He tore the Pillow from beneath my Head, 
Ty'd down my fore Attention to the Shock, 
By ceaſeleſs Depredations on a Life, 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful Poſt 
Of Obſervation ! darker every Hour! 


Leſs dread the Day that drove me to the brink, 


And pointed at Eternity below. 

When my Soul ſhudder'd at Futurity, 

When, on a Moment's point, th' important Die 

Of Life and Death, ſpun doubtful, ere it fell, 

And turn'd up Life; my Title to more Woe. 
2 


But 


„ 
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But why more Woe? more Comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but bat which wiſh'd to dye; 
Nothing is dead, but Wretchedneſs and Pain. 
Nothing is dead, but what encumber'd, gall'd, 
Block'd up the Paſs, and barr'd from real Life. 
Where dwells bt] Wiſh moſt ardent of the Wile ? 
Too dark the Sun to ſee it ; higheſt Stars 
Too low to reach it; Death, great Death alone, 
O'er Stars and Sun, triumphant, lands us There. 


Nor dreadful our Tranſition ; tho* the Mind, 
An Artiſt at creating ſelf-alarms, 

Rich in Expedients for Inquietude, 

Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death*'s Portrait true? the Tyrant never fate. 
Our Sketch, all random Strokes, Conjecture all; 
Cloſe ſhuts the Grave, nor tells one ſingle Tale. 
Death, and his Image riſing in the Brain 

Bear faint Reſemblance; never alike ; 

Fear ſhakes the Pencil, Fancy loves Exceſs, 
Dark Ignorance is laviſh of her Shades; 

And Theſe the formidable Picture draw. 


But grant the Worſt ; tis paſt ; new proſpects riſe ; 
And drop a Vell eternal o'er her Tomb. | 
Far other Views our Contemplation claim, 


Views 
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Views that o'erpay the Rigours of our Life; 
Views that ſuſpend our Agonies in Death, 
Wrapt in the Thought of Immortality, 

Wrapt in the ſingle, the triumphant Thought 
Long Life might lapſe, Age unperceiv'd come on; 
And find the Soul unſated with her Theme. 

Its Nature, Proof, Importance, fire my Song, 
O that my Song cou'd emulate my Soul! 
Like her Immortal. No,—the Soul diſdains. - 
A Mark ſo mean ; far nobler Hope inflames; 
If endleſs Ages can outweigh an Hour, 

Let not the Laurel, but the Palm inſpire. 


Thy Nature, Immortality! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not? It is but Life 
In ſtronger Thread of brighter Colour ſpun, 
And ſpun for ever ; Dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian Die, how Black, how Brittle here ? 


Fire rl 


How ſhort our Correſpondence with the Sun? 
And while it laſts, Inglorious! Our beſt deeds, 
How wanting in their Weight? Or higheſt Joys, 
Small Cordials to ſupport us in our Pain, 

And give us Strength. to ſuffer. But how Great, 
To mingle Intereſts, Converſe, Amities, 

With all the Sons of Reaſon, ſcatter'd wide 
Through habitable Space, wherever born, 
Howe' er endow'd ? To live free Citizens 
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Of univerſal Nature? To lay hold 

By more than feeble Faith on the Supreme? 

To call Heaven's rich unfathomable Mines, 
(Mines, which ſupport Arch-Angels in their State) 
Our own? To riſe in Science, as in Bliſs, 

Initiate in the Secrets of the Skies? 

To read Creation; read its mighty Plan 

In the bare Boſom of the Deity ? 

The Plan, and Execution, to collate ? 

To ſee, before each Glance of piercing Thought, 
All Cloud, all Shadow blown remote ; and leave 
No Myſtery— but that of Love Divine, 
Which lifts us on the Seraph's flaming Wing, 
From Earth's Aceldama, this Field of Blood, 

Of inward Anguiſh, and of outward Ill, 

From Darkneſs, and from Duſt, to ſuch a Scene? 
Love's Element! true Joy's illuſtrious Home 
From Earth's ſad Contraſt (now deplor'd) more fair. 
What exquiſite Viciſſitude of Fate? 

Bleſt Abſolution of our blackeſt Hour 


Lorenzo! theſe are Thoughts that make man Man, 
The Wiſe illumine, agrandize the Great. 
How Great (while yet we tread the kindred Clod, 
And ev'ry Moment fear to fink beneath 
The Clod we tread ; ſoon trodden by our Sons.) 
How Great, in the wild Whirl of Tzme's purſuits 
| To 


Revere thyſelt ; 
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To ſtop, and pauſe, involv'd in high Preſage, 
Through the long Viſto of a thouſand Years, 

To ſtand contemplating our diſtant Selves, 

As in a magnifying Mirror ſeen, 

Enlarg*d, EnnobPd, Elevate, Divine ? 

To propheſy our own Futurities ? 

To gaze in Thought on what all Thought tranſcends ? 
To talk, with Fellow-Candidates, of Joys 

As far beyond Conception, as Deſert, 


| Ourſelves the aſtoniſh'd Talkers, and the Tale 


Lorenze, ſwells thy Boſom at the Thought? 
The Swell becomes thee : *tis an honeſt Pride. 
and yet thyſelf deſpiſe. 
His Nature no man can o' er- rate; and none 
Can under-rate his Merit. Take good heed, 
Nor there be Modeſt, where thou ſnould'ſt be Proud; 


That, almoſt univerſal Error ſhun. 


How juſt our Pride, when we behold thoſe Heights 
Not thoſe Ambitian paints in Air, but thoſe 
Reaſon points out, and ardent Virtue gains; 

And Angels emulate ; our Pride how juſt ! 

When mount we? when theſe Shackles caſt? when quit 
This Cell of the Creation? this ſmall! Net, 

Stuck in a Corner of the Univerſe, 

Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fine-ſpun Air? 


Fine- ſpun to Senſe ; but groſs and ſeculent 


To 
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To Souls celeſtial z- Souls ordain'd to breath 
Ambroſial Gales; and drink a purer Sky; 
Greatly triumphant on Time's farther Shore, 
Where Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full Arrears ; 
While Pomp Imperial begs an-Alms of Peace. 


In Empire highs or in proud Science deep, 
Ye born of Earth! on what can you confer, 
With half the Dignity,” with half the Gain, 
The Guſt, the Glow of Rational Delight, 
As on this Theme, which Angels praiſe, and ſhare ? 
Man's Fates, and Favours are a Theme in Heaven, 
What wretched Repetition eloys us here? 
What periodic Potions for the Sick? 
Diſtemper'd Bodies ! and diſtemper'd Minds ! 
In an Eternity, what Scenes ſhall ſtrike ? 
Adventures thicken ? Novelties-ſurprize ? 
What Webs of Wonder ſhall unravel, there? 
What full Day pour on all the Paths of Heaven, 
And light th* Almighty's Footſteps in the Deep ? 
How ſhall the bleſſed Day of dur Diſcharge 
Unwind, at once, the Labyrinths of Fate; 
And ſtraiten its inextricable Maze? 


If inextinguiſhable Thirſt in Man 


To know; how rich, how full our Banquet Here? 
Heres 


.- 
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Here, not the Moral World alone unfolds ; 
The World Material lately ſeen in Shades, 
And in thoſe Shades, by Fragments, only ſeen, 


And ſenn thoſe Fragments by the labouring Eye, 


Unbroken, now, illuſtrious, and entire, 

Its ample Sphere, its univerſal Frame, 

In full Dimenſions, ſwells to the Survey; 

And enters, at one Glance, the raviſht Sight. 

From ſome ſuperior Point (where, who can tell ? 

Suffice it, *tis a Point where Gods reſide) 

How fhall the ſtranger Man's illumin'd Eye, 

In the vaſt Ocean of unbounded Space, 

Behold an Infinite of floating Worlds 

Divide the Cryſtal Waves of Ether pure, 

In endleſs Voyage, without Port? The leaft 

Of theſe diſſeminated Orbs, how Great ? 

Great as they are, what Numbers Theſe ſurpaſs 

Huge, as Leviathan, to that ſmall Race, 

Thoſe twinkling Multitudes of little Life, 

He ſwallows unperceiv*d ? Stupendous Theſe ! 

Yer what are theſe Stupendous to the hole? 

As Particles, as Atoms ill- perceiv'd; 

As circulating Globules in our Veins; 

So vaſt the Plan: Fecundity Divine 
Exuberant Source | perhaps, I wrong thee ſtill. 


5 If Admiration is a Source of Jay, 


What Tranſport, hence? Yet this the Leaſt in Heaven, 


* 
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What This to that illufttious Robe Ze wears, 
Who toſt this Mals of Wonders from his Hand, 
A Specimen, an Earneſt of his Power ? 

*Tis, to that Glory, whence all Glory flows, 

As the Mead's meaneſt Flowret' to the Sun, 
Which gave it Birth. But what, this Sun of Heaven? 
This Bliſs ſupreme of the ſupremely Bleſt ? 
Death, only Death, the Queſtion can reſolve; 
By Death, cheap-bought tho Ideas of our Joy; 
The bare Ideas ! Solid Happineſs 

So diſtant from its cor apt en n. | 


* 


And chace we ſtill the Phantom thro? the e Fire, 
O'er Bog, and Brake, and Precipice, till Death? 
And toil we fill for fublunary'Pay ? 
Defy the Dangers of the Field, and Flood, 

Or, ſpider-like, ſpin "out gur precious All, 

Pur more than Vitals ſpin (if no 2 

To great Fututity) in curious Webs 

Of ſubtle Thought, and exquiſite' — | 
(Fine Net-work of the Brain ) to eatch A ie ? 
The momentary Buz of Vii neten 1 
A Name, a mortal lmmomafty. 


Or (meaner ſtill !) inſtead of graſping Air, 
For ſordid Lucre plunge we in the Mire ? 
Drudge, ſweat, thro? every ſhame; for every Gaia, 
For 
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For vile contaminating Traſh, throw up 

Our Hope in Heaven, our Dignity with Man? 

And deify the Dirt, matur'd to Goldꝰ 

Ambition, Avarice ! the two Demons, theſe 

Which goad thro? every Slough our Human Herd, 
Hard- travel'd from the Cradle to the Grave. 

How low the Wretches ſtoop? ? how ſteep.t they climb? 
Theſe Demons burn Mankind ; but molt poſleſs 
Lorenzo's Boſom, and turn out the Skies. 


Is it in Time to hide Eternity? 
And why not in an Atom on the Shore, 
To cover Ocean? or, a Mote, the Sun? 
Glory, and Wealth ! have They this blinding Pow'r? 
What, if to Them, I prove Lorenzo blind? 
Would it ſurprize Thee? Be thou then ſurpriz'd ; 
Thou xeither know'ſt : Their Nature learn from me, 


Mark well, as foreign as Theſe Subjects ſeem, 
What cloſe Connection ties them to my Theme. 
Firſt, what is True Ambition? The Purſuit 
Of Glory, nothing leſs than Man can ſhare, 
Were they as Vain, as gaudy-minded Man, 

As flatulent with Fumes of ſelf-applauſe, 

Their Arts, and Conqueſts, Animals might boaſt, 
And claim their Laurel Crowns, as well as We, 
But not Celeſtial, Here we ſtand alone; 


As 
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As in our Form, diſtinct, pre- eminent; ha 
If prone in Thought, our Stature is our Shame, 
And Man ſhould bluſh, his Forehead meets the Skies 
The Viſible and Preſent ! are for Brutes, . 

A ſlender Portion | and a narrow Bound! 

Theſe, Reaſon, with an Energy divine, 
O'erleaps; and claims the Future, and Unſeen 1 
The Vaſt unſeen! the Future fathomleſsa! 
When the great Soul buoys up to this high Point, 
Leaving groſs Nature's Sediments below, 

Then, and then only, Adam's Offspring quits 
The Sage and Hero, of the Fields and Woods, 
Aſſerts his Rank, and riſes into Man. 

This is Ambition: This is Human Fire. 


Can Parts, or Place (two bold Pretenders I) make 
Lorenzo Great, and pluck him from the Throng ? 


Genius and Art, Ambition's boaſted Wings, 
Our Boaſt but ill deſerve. A feeble Aid ! 
Dedalian Enginery ! If Theſe alone 
Aſſiſt our Flight, Fame's Flight is Glory's Fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne*er ſo high, 
Our Height is but the Gibbet of our Name, 
A celebrated Wrefch when I behold, 
When I behold a Genius bright, and baſe, 
Of towering Talents, and terreſtrial Aims; 

| N 
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Methinks I ſee, as thrown'from her vu "5 42A 
The gloriotis Fraginent of a Soul Immortal! 

Wich Rubbiſh mixt, and glittering in the Duſt. 

Struck at the ſplendid; rrielateholy Sight, ir 
At once Compaſſion! ſoft!' — PRE 39. 
But wherefore Envy ee eee An W 
If wantitg Worth, are üning Laſtruments 


In falſe Ambition Hand, to fniſtr Faults Ny 
Inuſtrics, and b Mnownnot2 29% 9 od 77 
f Fran oo of nb 4 Wewy 4 29 
Great III is an Atelievement of ber Fe, .natT 
Plain Senſe but rately leads us far aſtra x. 
Reaſon the Means, Aﬀe#ions'clule-our' Erd. 


Means have no Merit, if our End amis. 

If wrang, our Hearts, our Heads are right in vain; | 

What is a Pelham's Heid, to Pelbam's Heart? 

Hearts are Proprietors of all Applauſ 55/7, ob 

Right Ends, and Means, make Wiſdom : Worldly-wiſe 

Is but half-witted, at its -» . Praiſe, 851 
Let Genius ich deſpair to make thee Great; 

Nor flatter Station 3 What is Station high ? 

'Tis a proud Mendicant'; It boaſts, and begs ; 

It begs an Alms of Homage from the Throng, 

And oft the Throbg Senteh 1 its Charity. 

Monarchs, and Miniſters, are awful Names; 

Whoever wear them, challenge our Devyoir, 
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Religion; publick Order; Both etact 

External Homagej/ and, a ſupple Knee, 

To Beings pompòuſly ſet up; to ſerve... 

The meaneſt Sine al eee | 

Her ſacred; and inyiolable Right, 

Nor ever paid the Monarth, but the Man. 
dur Hearts ned er bo but to ſuperior hs ; 
Nor ever fail of their Allegiance there. 
Fools; indeed, drop the Man in their Account, f 
And vote the Marble into Majeſty: | 
Let the ſmall Savage boaſt his Silver Fut; 
His royal Robe unhortow'd, and unboughtt. 
His own, deſcending. fairly from bis Sires. 
Shall Man be proud to wear his Livery, 
And Souls in Erurin ſcorn a Soul without? 
Can Plate or leſſen us, or aggrandize ?. | 
pygmies are Pygmies ſtill, tho? percht on Alps, 
And Pyratnids are Pyramids in Vales. 
Fach Man makes his o¼n Stature, builds himſelf: 
Virtue alone out- builds the Pyramids; | 
Her Monuments ſhall laſt; when Zgypr's fall. 

of 464 
Of theſe ſure Truths do Thou demand the Cauſe? 

The Cauſe is lodg'd in Immortality. 
Hear, and aſſent. Thy hoſom burns for Powir n 3 
What Station charms thee? I'll inſtall thee there; 
Lis thine, And art thou Greater than before? ; 
f | 8 N 2 | Then 
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Then thou before waſt ſomething leſs than Man. 
Haſt thy new Poſt betray'd thee into Pride? 
That treacherous Pride betrays thy Dignity; 


That Pride defames Humanity, and calls 


The Being mean, which faffs, or ſtrings can raiſe, 
That Pride, like hooded Hawks, in darkneſs ſoars, 
From Blindneſs bold, and tow'ring to the ſkies. 
*Tis born of Ignorance, which knows not Man 
An Angel's Second; nor his Second long. 

A Nero quitting his Imperial Throne, | 
And courting Glory from the tinkling String, 
But faintly ſhadows an Immortal ſoul, _ 
With Empire's ſelf, to Pride, or Rapture, fir'd. 
If nobler Motives miniſter no cure, 

Even Vanity forbids thee to be Vain. 


High Worth 1s elevated Place: *tis more; 
It makes the Poſt ſtand Candidate for Thee; 


Makes more than Monarchs, makes an Honeſt man; 


Tho' no Exchequer it commands, *tis Wealth; 


And tho' it wears no Ribbon, tis Renown ; 


Renown, that would not quit thee tho? diſgrac'd, 
Nor leave thee pendant on a Maſter's Smile. 
Other Ambition Nature interdicts; 

Nature proclaims it moſt abſurd in Man, 

By pointing at his Origin, and End; 


His 
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His whole Domain, at laft a Turf, or Stone, 
To whom, between, a World may ſeem too ſmall. 
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Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of juſt Ambition, to the grand Reſult, 
The Curtain's Fall; there; ſee the buſkin'd Chief 
Unſhod behind this motientary Scene; 
Reduc'd to his ou Stature, Low or High, | 
As Vice, ar Virtue finks hirn, or ſublimes ; in 
And laugh at this fancaftic Mummery, 
This Antic Prelude of groteſque Events, 
Where Dwarfs are often ſtilted, and betray 
A Littleneſs of foul by Worlds o'er-run, 
And Nations Jaid in blood. Dread ſacrifice 
To Chriſtian Pride ! which had with horror ſhockt 
The darkeſt Pagans offer'd to their Gods, 
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O Thou moſt Chriſtian Enemy to Peace ! 
Again in Arms? again provoking Fate? 
That Prince, and that alone, is truly Great, 
Who draws the Sword reluctant, gladly ſheaths 
On Empire builds what Empire far outweighs, 
And makes his Throne a Scaffold to the Skies. 


Why 1his ſo rare? Becauſe forgot of all 
The Day of Death; that venerable Day, 
Which ſits as Judge; that Day which ſhall pronounce 
N 3 ps On 
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On all our Days, abſolve then, or condemn. 
Lorenzo | never ſhut thy Thought againſt | it; 
Be Levees ne'er fo full, afford it room, 

And give it Audience in the Cabinet. 

That Friend conſulted, Flatteries apart, 

Will tell thee fair if Thou art Great, or Mean. 


10 doat on aught may have us, or be left, 
Is that Ambition ? T hen let F lames deſcend, | 
Point to the Center their inverted ſpires, 
And learn Humiliation from a ſoul, 
Which boaſts her Lineage from Celeſtial fire. 
Yet T beſe are they, the world pronounces Wiſe. 
The world, which cancels Nature 8 Right, and Wrong, 
And caſts new Wiſdom : even the Grave man lends | 
His ſolemn face, to countenance the Coin. | 
| Wiſdom for Parts is Madneſs for the Whole. 
This ſtamps the Paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the Wiſeſt weak, the Richeſt poor, 
The moſt Ambitious, Unambitious, Mean ; 
In Triumph, mean; and abject on a Throne. 
Nothing can make it leſs than Mad in man, 
To put forth all his Ardor, all his Art, 
And give his ſoul her full unbounded Flight, 
Bur reaching Him, who gave her wings to fly. 
When blind Ambition quite miſtakes her Road, 
And downwards ; pores, for that which ſhines above, 
Subſtantial 
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Subſtantial Happineſs, and true. Renown 3... 

Then, like an Ideot gazing on the Brook, 

We leap at Stars, and faſten in the Mud 

At Glory graſp, and fink in Infamy. 
3 powerful ſource of Good and Inu! 

Thy ſtrength. in Man, like length of wing in Birds, 

When diſengag'd from Earth, with greater Eaſe 

And ſwifter Flight, tranſports us to the ſkies : 

By Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemir'd, 5 

It turns a Curſe; it is our Chain, and Scourge, 

In this dark Dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 

Cloſe-grated by the ſordid 'Bars of Senſe s 

All proſpect of Eternity ſhut out 

And, but for Execution, ne*er ſet Free. 


With — in Ambition jultiy E 
Find we Lorenzo wiſer in, his Wealth ? 
What if thy Rental I reform? and draw 
An Inventory new to ſet thee right ? 


Where, thy true Treaſure ? Gold ſays, not in me,” 


And, „not in me,“ the Diamond. Gold is poor; 


India's inſolvent : Seek it in Thyſelf; 

Seek in thy naked Self, and find it There. 

In Being fo Deſcended, Form'd, Endow'd ; 

Sky-born, ſky- guided, ſky-returning Race 

Erect, Immortal, Rational, Divine 
3. 
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In Senſer, which inh&rir Earth, and Heavens F 
Enjoy the various Riches Nature yields; Ir 
Far nobler !' give the Riches they enjoy 3 P 
Give taſt to Fruits; and harmony to Groves; V 
Their radiant beams to Gold, and Gold's bright Sire; V 
Take in, at once, the Landſcape of the world, I 
At a ſmall Inlet, which a Grain might cloſe, f 
And half create the wonderous World, they ſee, 1 
Our Senſes, and our Reaſon, are Divine. 4 
But for the magic Organ's powerful charm, ] 


Earth were a rude, uncolour'd Chaos till. 
Objelis are but th* Occaſion ; Ours th? Exploit 3 8 
Ours is the Cloth, the Pencil, and the Paint, 

Which Nature's admirable Pictures draws; 

And beautifies Creation's ample Dome. 

Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the Lake, 

Man makes the matchleſs Image, man admires. 

Say then, ſhall man, his Thoughts all ſent abroad, 

Superior wonders in Himſelf forgot, 

His Admiration waſt on objects round, 

When Heaven makes Him' the ſoul of all he ſees ? 

Abſurd ! not Rare! ſo Great, ſo Mean, is man. 


What Wealth in Senſes ſuch as Theſe 5 what Wealth 
In Fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene 
Than Senſe ſurveys? In Memory's firm Record, 
Which, ſhould it periſh, could this world recal! 


7 


From 
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From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming Years? 
In colours freſh, originally bright 

Preſerve its Portrait, and report its Fate ? 

What Wealth in Intellect, that ſovereign Power! 
Which Senſe, and Fancy, ſummons to the bar; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 

And from the Maſs thoſe Underlirgs import, 
From their Materials ſifted, and refin'd, 

And in Truth's ballance accurately weigh'd, 
Forms Art, and Science, Government, and Law; 
The ſolid Baſis, and the beauteous Frame, 

The Vitals, and the Grace of Civil life ? 

And Manners (ſad Exception !) ſet aſide, 

Strikes out, with maſter-hand, a Copy fair 

Of His Idea, whoſe indulgent Thought 

Long, long, ere Chaos teem'd, plan'd human Bliſs. 


What Wealth in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range around, 
Diſdaining limit, or from Place, or Time, 
And hear at once, in thought extenſive, hear 
Th' Almighty Fiat, and the Trumpet's ſound ? 
Bold, on Creation's Outſide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e' er ſhall be; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of Thought, 
Creations new, in Fancy's field to riſe ? 
Souls, that can graſp whate'er th' Almighty made, 
And wander wild, through Things impoſſible! 


What 
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What Wealth, in Faculties of endleſs growth, 
In quenchleſs Paſſions violent to crave, 

In Liberty to-chuſe, in Power to reach, 

And in Duration (how thy Riches riſe?) 
Duration to perpetuate = boundleſs Bliſs ? 


Aſk you, what Power reſides in feeble Man 
That Bliſs to gain? Is Virtue's, then, unknown? 
Virtue, our preſent Peace, our future Prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural Eſtate, 

Improveable at will, in Virtue, lies ; 
Its Tenure ſure ; its Income is Divine. 


High- built Abundance, . heap on heap ! for what? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 
Then, -make a richer Scramble for the Throng ? 
Soon as this feeble Pulſe, which leaps ſo long 
Almoſt by Miracle, is tir'd with play, 

Like Rubbiſh from diſploding Engines thrown, 

Our Magazines of hoarded Trifles fly; 

Fly diverſe; fly to Foreigners, to Foes; 

New maſters court, and call the former Fool, 
(How juſtly ?) for dependence on their Stay. 

Wide ſcatter, firſt, . our Play-things, then, our Duſt, 


Doſt court Abundance for the fake of Peace? 
Learn, and lament, thy ſelf-defeated Scheme : : 


Riches 


r, Night-Thoughts, Se. bh 


Riches enable tq-be' richer Rldpiu 3g 21. nd A 
And, Richer ſtili. is Mane ae, + 
Thus Wealth, (@'eruel-Taſk-maſter:|) enjoins 
New toils, ſucceeding tolls, an enaleſs Train). 'T 
And murders. Peace, which taught i it firſt to ſhine. C 
The Poor are half as wretched, as the Rich); 
Whoſe proud, and painful Priyilege it is, | 
At once, to bear a double load of Woe z 

To feel the ſtings of envy, and of want, 
Outragious want beth Indies cannot cure. 


> 
* 


Ls | 
* 


A competence is vital to 8 | 
Much wealth is Corpulence, if not Diſeaſe z 
Sick, or encumber'd, is our Happineſs. 

A Competence is all we can enjoy... 

O be content, where Heaven can give no more! 
More, like a Flaſh of water from a Lock, 
Quickens our ſpirit's movement for an Hour, 
But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor, riſe our Joys, 
Above our native Temper's common ſtream. 
Hence Diſappointment lurks in ey'ry prize, 

As Bees in flowers; and ſtings us with Succeſs. 


The Rich man, who demies it, proudly feigns; 
Nor knows the Wiſe are privy to the Lie. 
Much Learning ſhows how Little mortals &now z 
Much Wealth, how little worldings can enjoy: 
9 2 2 At 
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What Wealth, in Faculties of endleſs growth, 

In quenchleſs Paſſions violent to crave, 

In Liberty to chuſe, in Power to reach, 

And in Duration (how thy Riches riſe?) 
Duration to perpetuate——boundleſs Bliſs ? | 


_—— EN HY I... 


Aſk you, what Power reſides in feeble Man 
That Bliſs to gain? Is Virtue's, then, unknown? 
Virtue, our prefent Peace, our future Prize. | 
Man's unprecarious, natural Eſtate, 

Improveable at will, in Virtue, lies; 
Its Tenure ſure ; its Income is Divine. 


* 


High-built Abundance, heap on heap! for what? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 
Then, make a richer Scramble for the Throng ? 
Soon as this feeble Pulſe, which leaps ſo long 
Almoſt by Miracle, is tir'd with play, 

Like Rubbiſh from diſploding Engines thrown, 

Our Magazines of hoarded Trifles fly; 

Fly diverſe ; fly to Foreigners, to Foes ; , 

New maſters court, and call the former Fool, 
(How juſtly ?) for dependence on cheir Stay. 

Wide ſcatter, firſt, our Play-things, then, our Duſt. 


Doſt court Abundance for the fake of Peace? 
Learn, and lament, thy ſelf-defeated Scheme: 


e Riches 


* n 4-. 
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Riches enable to be richer ſtill ?: 
And, Richer ſtill. hat Mortal can reſiſt ? 105 . a 
Thus Wealth, (4 erye-Taſlemaſter:|}: enjoins 
New toils, ſucceeding; toil, an endleſs. Train! 1 1 
And murders Peace, which taught it firſt to ſhine, 
The Poor are half as wretched, as the Rich 
Whoſe proud, and painful Privilege i it is, 7 
At once, to bear a double load of W oe: 
To feel the ſtings of envy, and of want, 
Outragious want! dein Indies cannot cure. 


A competence is vital to Content. 
Much wealth is Corpulence, if not Diſeaſe; 
Sick, or encumber'd, is our Happineſs, 
A Competence is all we can enjoy. . 
O be content, where Heaven can give no more | 
More, like a Flaſh of water from a Lock, 
Quickens our ſpirit's movement for an Hour, 
But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our Joys, 
Above our native Temper' s common ſtream, 
Hence Diſappointment lurks in ey'ry prize, 
As Bees in flowers; and ſtings us with Succeſs. 


The Rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns; 
Nor knows the Wiſe are privy to the Lie. 
Much Learning ſhows how Little mortals know ; 
Much Wealth, how little worldings can enjoy: - 
22 | At 
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At beſt, it babys us with endleſs Toys, 
And keeps us Children till we drop to Duſt. 
As Monkies at a mirror ſtand amazed. 
They fail to find, what they ſo plainly ſee; 
Thus Men, in ſhining Riches, ſee the Face 
Of Happitieſs; nor know it is a Shade; 
But gaze, and touch and pep, and peep again, 
And wiſh, and wonder ik is abſent till. 
ut 01 B N 

How Few can reſcue Opulence from want? 
Who lives to Nature, rarely can be Poor; 
Who lives to Fancy, never can be Rich. 
Poor is the man in Debt; the man of Gold 
In debt to Furtune, trembles at her Pow'r. 
The man of Reaſon ſimiles at Her; and Death. 
O what a Patrimony, Tlus? A Being 
Of ſuch inherent Strength and Majeſty, | 
Not Worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it; Worlds deſtroy'd 
Can't injure; which holds on its glorious courſe, 
When thine, O Natwre! ends; Too bleſt to mourn 
Creation's Oblequies> What Treafure, This ? 
The Monarch 1s a Beggar to the Man, 

DOPE ag | 

Immortal] Ages paſt, yet nothing gone! 
Morn without Eve! A Race without a Goal ! 
Unſhortned by progreſſion Infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future! Life 


Beginning 


Beginning ſtill, where 8 ons 1 antes i 
*Tis the Deſcription of. a Deity 1 „ 1 
Tis the Deſcription of the meaneſt Slar e: 
The meaneſt Slave, dares then, Lorenzo, och irn f. 
The meaneſt Slave thy ſovereign Glory ſhares. 
Proud Youth ! faſtidious of the lower world! 
Man's lawful Pride includes Humility: - 

Stoops to the loweſt ; is too, great to. find 
Inferiors; all Immortal Brothers all !. ;. 
Proprietors Eternal of thy Love. 


Immortal ! What can ſtrike the-/enſe ſo ſtrong, 3 
As this the ſoul? it Thunders to the Thought; 


Reaſon amazes; Gratitude o erwhelms; 

No more we ſlumber on the brink of Fate; 
Rous'd, at the ſound, th exulting Soul aſcends, 
And breaths her native Air; an Air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans Etherial fires ; 


© 


Quick-kindles All that is Divine within us; by 


Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the Stars; 


Has not Lorenz's boſom caught the Flame? 
Immortal ! Was but One Immortal, how 
Would Others envy ? How would Thrones adore? 3 
Becaufe tis common, is the Bleſſing loft. ? 
Ho this ties up the bounteous hand of Heaven? 
O vain, vain, vain! all elſe : Eternity ! 


js die ©OMPEATNT:> 


A glorious, and à nitdful Refuge; that NR n cf 
From vile Impriſonment main ae He 20 AE 


Tis Immortality; tis chat Hoke; 00 0 90) 0k 


Amid life's pains; baſements, " empinaſe; A at 5 
The ſoul can komfort, elbvate and. itt ech 5 
That only, and that amply, This perform; 4 


Lifts us above life's Pains, her Joys above IS 

Their Terror theſes and theſe _— Lutte hy e 
Eternity depending covers all; sib 1586 
Eternity depending all — ee ee ona 
Sets Earth at diſtance, caſts her into ſhades; 

Blends her Diſtinctionis; abrogates her Wenger 0. 

The Low, the Bofty;” Joyous, and Severe, £ 
Fortune's dread Frowns, and Ang Beit eng 


Make one promiſcdous, and negtecbed Fleapß :p 
The man beneath; iF 1 may cal Him er cg ePooryy' 


| Whom Immortality full Förce inſpires. 
Nothing Terreſtrial touches his high Thought 1 7 
Suns ſhine vinſten, and Thunders roll unheard; * 
By minds quite'evnſcious of their high Deſcent; 
Their preſent Province, and their wems Pri; 120 
Divinely darting upward every Wiſh, | 
Warm on the . in ee Allee, loft. 

Doubt you this Truth! 4 Why labours your Bg ? 
If Earth's whole Orb, by ſome due-diſtanc'd eye 
Was ſeen at once, her tow'ring Alps would fink, 


or; Night/Thouphts, G. — 9x 


And level'd Atlas leave an even Sphere. 


Thus Earth; arid all chat Girthly: minds e N 11, 
Is ſwallow'd in Eternitys vaſt Round. n l 


To that ſtupendous view, whit ants ke, III) 
So large of late, ſo moauntdinous to man 


Time's Toys bac ten Al Wer Eten. fd 


TY 


* Enthvſiatie; This; ; Then a1 are „ Welk. _ 
But rank Enthuſiaſts : To this — r 
Some ſouls have foar'd ; or Markyrs ne'er had bled. 
And all may do, what has by nan been done 


Who, beaten byitheſe ſublunaty forms) #379 2d 


Boundleſs, interminable,: j Joys ean b oy PINT: 85 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, Uninflam'd 2. 2 
What Slave, unbleſt, ho from een chen 
Expects an Empire? He forgets his Chain, = 
And carers. tut in Thought, his {Fat rope waves; 


% Y - 4 pt 7 1 
Berry 111 2 29110..03J U 73] Ty 


And wha, a Scepier waits int what a Throne: 
Her own immenſe Appointments to PERS 
Or comprehend her high Prerogatives, 
In this her dark Minority, how toils,/.,., 41]; 
How vainly pants, the human ſoul Divine ? 
Too great the bounty ſeems for Earthly j joy; 
What heart but trembles at ſo ſtrange a Blifs 7 2 
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In ſpite of all the Truths the Muſe has ſung, 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough! enough revoly'd ! 
Are there, who wrap the World ſo cloſe about them, 
They ſee no farther than the Clouds; and dance 
On heedleſs Vanity's phantaſtick Toe, 
Till ſtumbling at a Straw, in their career, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and ſong? 
Are there Lorenzo ! Is it poſlible ? 
Are there on Earth (let me not call them Men) 
Who lodge a foul Immortal in their breaſts ; 
Unconſcious as the Mountain of its Ore ? 
Or Rock, of its ineſtimable Gem ? 


When Rocks ſhall melt, and Mountains vaniſh, Theſe 
Shall know their Treaſure; Treaſure, then, no more. 


Are there (ſtill more amazing !) who reſiſt 
The riſing Thought? Who ſmother, in its birth, 
The glorious: Truth? Who ſtruggle to be Brutes ? 
Who thro? this Boſom-barrier burſt their way? 
And, with reverſt Ambition, ſtrive to ſink? 

Who labour downwards thro' th' oppoſing Pow'rs 

Of Inſtinct, Reaſon, and the World againſt them, 

To diſmal Hopes, and ſhelter in the ſhock 

Of endleſs Night? Night darker than the Grave's ? 

Who fight the proofs of Immortality ? 

With horrid Zeal, and execrable Arts, 
Work 


Ble 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, &: 793 


Work all their Engines, level their black Fires, 
To blot from man (bis Agtbure Divine, 
(Than vital blood far-dearer to the iſe,) 


Blaſphemers,, 1 rank Arheiſts to Themlcjves 


VIS bas el. al'N. 3s 4 +. 
To q chem leg all Nature nile 


What Object, what Event, the moon beneath, 

But argues, or endears, an Aﬀeer-lcene ? 2 

To Reaſon proves, or wodg it to Defre 2 

All things proclaim it needful; ſome advance 

One precious ſtep. beyond, und p prove it fire. | 

A thouſand Arguments ſwarm round my pen, 

From Heaven, and Earth, and Man. Indulge a fewz 
By Nature, as her common Habit, worn; 

So preſſing Providence a Truth to teach, 


Which Truth untaught, all other Truths were vain, 


Thou l whoſe all-providential Eye ſurveys, 
Whoſe Hand directs, whoſe Spirit fills, and warms 
Creation, and holds Empire far beyond ! 

Eternity's Inhabitant auguſt | 

Of two Eternities amazing Lord ! 

One paſt, ere Man's, or Angel's, had begun; 
Aid! while I reſcue from the Foe's aſſault, 
Thy glonous Immortality in Man. 

A Theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 
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Of moment Infinite! but reliſht moſt 
By thoſe, who love Thee moſt, who moſt adore, 


Nature, thy Daughter, ever-changing Birth 
Of Thee the Great Immutable, to man 
Speaks Wiſdom ; is his Oracle ſupreme 3 ; 
And he who moſt confults Her, is moſt Wife. 
Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delpbos haſte 
And come back Alt-immortal ; All- divine: 1 
Look Nature through, tis Revolution Rl. 


All Change, no Death. Day follows Night; and Night 


The dying Day; Stars, riſe and ſet, and riſe; 

Earth takes th' Example. See, the Summer gay 
With her green chaplet, and ambroſial flow'rs, 
Droops into pallid Autumn; Winter grey 

Horrid with froſt, and turbulent with ſtorm, 

Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits away, 
Then melts into the Spring; Soft Spring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the South, 

Recalls the Firſt. All, to reflouriſh, fades. 

As ina wheel, All ſinks, to reaſcend. 


Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. 


With this minute diſtinction, Emblems juſt, 
Nature revolves, but Man advances , Both 


Eternal, that a Circle, this a Line. 


That gravitates, this ſoars. Th' aſpiring foul | 
| Ardent, 
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Or, Night-Thoughts, &c. 195 


Ardent, and tremulous, like Flame, aſcends ; 
Zeal, and Humility, her wings to Heaven. 

The world of Matter, with its various Forms, 
All dies into new Life. Life born from Death 
Rolls the vaſt Maſs, and ſhall for ever roll. 

No ſingle Atom, once in being, loſt, 

With change of counſel, charges the moſt High. 


What hence infers, Lorenzo? can it be? 

Matter, Immortal? and ſhall Spirit die? 

Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe? 

Shall Man alone, for whom all elſe revives, 

No Reſurrection know? ſhall Man alone, 

Imperial Man! be ſown in barren ground, 

Leſs privileg'd than Grain, on which he feeds? 

Is Man, in whom alone is power to prize | 

The bliſs of Being, or with previous pain > 
Deplore its Period, by the ſpleen of Fate 
Severely doom'd Death's ſingle unredeem'd ? 


If Nature's Revolution ſpeaks aloud, 
In her Gradation, hear her louder ſtill. - 
Look Nature thro', tis neat Gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her Scale aſcends? 
Each middle Nature join'd at each Extreme, 
Io that above it join'd,” to that beneath. 
Parts into parts reciprocally ſhot, 
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Abhor divorce: What love of Union reigns ? 
Here, dormant Matter, waits a call to Life; 
Half-life, half-death join There ; Here, Life and Senſe ; 
There, Senſe from Reaſon ſteals a glimmering ray 3 ; 
Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſerv'd 

The Chain unbroken upward, to the realms 

Of incorporeal Life? thoſe realms of Bliſs, 
Where Death hath no dominion ? Grant a Make 
Half-mortal half-immortal ; Earthy part, 

And part Etherial ; grant the Soul of man 
Eternal ; or in man the Series ends. 


Wide yawns the Gap, Connexion is no more; 
Checkt Reaſon halts, her next ſtep wants ſupport 3 


Striving to climb, ſhe tumbles from her Scheme; 
A ſcheme, Analogy pronounc'd ſo true; 


. Analogy, man's ſureſt Guide below. 


Thus far, all Nature calls on thy Belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the Call, 
Falſe atteſtation on all Nature charge, 
Rather than violate his League with Death ? 
Renounce his Reaſon, rather than renounce 
The Duſt belov'd, and run the riſque of Heaven? 


O what Indignity to deathleſs ſouls ? 


What Treaſon to the Majeſty of man? 
Of man Immortal! hear the lofty ſtyle. 
If ſo decreed, th* Almighty Will be done. 
. 1 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Sc 197 


&« Let Earth diſſolve, yon ponderous Orbs deſcend, 
« And grind us into Duſt : The Soul is ſafe; 

« The Man emerges ; mounts above the wreck, 

« As tow'ring Flame from Nature's funeral Pyre 3 Z 

« O'er devaſtation, as a Gainer, ſmiles ; | 

« His Charter, his inviolable Rights, 

© Well-pleas'd to learn from Thunder*s Impotence, 
“ Death's pointleſs darts, and Hell's defeated ſtorms.” 


But theſe Chimæras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! 
The Glories of the world, thy ſeven-fold ſhield. 
Other Ambition than of crowns in Air, 

And ſuperlunary Felicities, 

Thy boſom warm. [I'll cool it if T can, 

And turn thoſe Glories that enchant, againſt Thee. 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 

If wiſe, the Cauſe that wounds thee is thy core. 


Come, my Ambitious ! let us mount together, 
(To mount Lorenzo never can refuſe) 
And from the Clouds, where Pride delights to dwell, 
Look down on Earth.—What ſeeſt thou? wond'rous 
Terreſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the ſkies. [Things 
What Lengths of labour'd Lands? What loaded Seas, 
Loaded by man, for Pleaſure, Wealth, or War : 
Seas, Winds, and Planets, into ſervice brought, 
His Art acknowledge, and promote his Ends. 


Nor 
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' Nor.can th? eternal Rocks his Will withſtand ; 
What levelPd Mountains? And what lifted Vales ? 
O'er vales, and mountains, ſumptuous Cities ſwell, 


And gild our Landſcape with their glittering Spires. 


Some, mid the wondering Waves majeſtic riſe; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms, 
Far greater ſtill! (what can not Mortal might ?) 
See, wide Dominions raviſh'd from the Deep ? 
The narrow'd Deep with indignation foams. 

Or Southward turn; to delicate, and grand, 
The finer Arts there ripea in the Sun. 

How the tall Temples, as to meet their Gods, 
Aſcend the ſkies ? the proud triumphal Arch 
Shows us half Heaven, beneath its ample Bend. 


High thro* mid Air, here, Streams are taught to flow; 


Whole Rivers there, lay'd by in Baſons, ſleep. 
Here, Plains turn Oceans; there, vaſt Oceans join 


Thro' Kingdoms channel'd deep from ſhore to ſhore ; 


And chang'd Creation takes its Face from Man. 
Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, 
Where Fame, and Empire wait upon the Sword ? 
See, Fields in blood; hear, naval Thunders riſe ; 
Britannia*s Voice! that awes the World to Peace, 
How yon enormous Mole projecting breaks 

The midſea, furious, waves? their roar amidſt 
Outſpeaks the Deity, and ſays O Main! 
Thus far, nor farther ; new Reſtraints obey.” 


Earth's . 


Or, Night-Thoughts, Ge. 199 


Earth's diſembowel'd ! meaſur'd are the Skies! 
Stars are detected in their deep Receſs ! 
Creation widens ! vanquiſh*d Nature yields! 
Her Secrets are extorted! Art prevails ! 

What monument of Genius, Spirit, Pow'r ? 


And, now Lorenzo ! raptur'd at this ſcene, 
Whoſe Glories render Heaven ſuperfluous ! ſay, 
Whoſe Footſteps, theſe ?— Immortals have been here; 
Could lefs than fouls Immortal this have done ? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with Proofs of ſouls Immortal; 
And proofs of Immortality forgot. 


To flatter thy grand Foible, I confeſs, 
Theſe are Ambition's works: and Theſe are great: 
But This, the Leaſt Immortal ſouls can do ; 
Tranſcend them all.—But what can Theſe tranſcend ? 
Do'ſt aſk me, what ?—One Sigh for the Diſtreſt; 
What then for Inſidels? a Deeper ſigh. 
Tis moral Grandeur makes the Mighty man: 
How Little they, who think aught Great below ? 
All our ambitions Death defeats, but One, 
And that it crowns. Here ceaſe we, but ere long 
More powerful Proof ſhall take the field againſt Thee, 
Stronger than Death, and ſmiling at-the Tomb. 


END of the S1xTH NIicnn, 
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